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PREFACE 


These essays hare akeady been primed as mtfodiictions to 
the plays for ordinary readers. They so appealed, in no logical 
order, from 1904 to 1908, The conditions made it natural that 
they should be discursive rather than systematic; and they 
must not be taken as reptesenting the application to Shake- 
speare of a complete critical theory, or even the working out 
of a single line of critical inquiry. Reading them over again 
after a long interval, I find myself to have been mainly con- 
cerned, now with the objects and limitations of the types of 
dramatic expression - chronicle-history, farce, comedy, 
tragedy, ttagi-comedy - as handled by Shakespeare, now with 
issues mote individual to the dramatist, the shifring phases of 
his pessimistic or optimistic outlook upon life, the apparent 
reflections, perhaps illusory, of his personal experience upon 
the fflittor of his art. There is little detailed exposition of plot 
or characterization; still less of attempt to analyse the final 
mystery of magic words. But for the elimination of a few 
errors and inconsistencies and a shorter treatment of some of 
the histories, Thave left the matter as it was written. I dare say 
that I might write rather differently, here and there, now. But 
I do not think that this would justify a revision. QmsqBt sm 
palimiir mm. The maturet judgement of a man of sixty does 
not entitle him to erase or alter what a man of forty thought fit 
to record out of the innumerable trains of reflection which any 
contact with Shakespeare must start 
My method assumed some effective patticiparion by Shake- 
speare in all the plays traditionally assigned to him and his 
substantial authorship of most of them. Those introductions 
would not have been the place, nor can this preface be the 
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pkce, for a reasoned defence of that attitude. My thanks are 
due to Messrs Blackie & Son, the publishers of the Red Letter 
Shakespeare, for their courtesy in allowing me to reserve the 
right of republication. 

]tlly I)Ji E.K.C. 



Net far the ht(gles blown aboat eiir skies. 

Oiling our quick-foot youth for enterprise, 

To which fbim Agincourt was but the phy 
Of children armed in sprite-time; nor for eyes 
That noble women bear upon their way, 

Eyes that keep secret the poor heart's dismay, 

Till the proud head on tie wet pillow lies: 

Not these I hut malice tp and down our streets, 

Tie babbling tongues, the minds that cannot hold 
An equal course till Time's full circle meets, 

The fretful pens shod with an egplst's gold. 

Matter, deep read hi maid s fantastic brain, 

Smiic from thy cculptmd stem, and leaps us sane, 
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HENRY THE SIXTH 


Nationalism came late into the English drama. The 
modern imagination, consciously archaistic in temper, and 
stimulated by a profound and d^herately cultivated historic 
sense, finds delight in the visual reconstruction of the past 
through a succession of decorative scenes, linked together in 
no more coherent a dramatic unity than can be furnished by 
the pride of locality and the continuance of civic tradition. 
Obviously the historic pageant, as it has been represented at 
Sherborne, at Warwick, at Oxford, owes much to the spec- 
tacular methods of the Middle Ages. The annalistic manner, 
the rudve stringing of episode upon episode at the will of the 
chronicle, is the same; and at the bottom one may trace a re- 
vival of the same instinct of popuiat merrymaking, content to 
depend for revelry upon its own untutored efforts, rather than 
upon the sophlsticaBd and eicotic art of the professional enter- 
cdnet. Even so, with just such a rudimentary technique and 
just such a buoyancy and feeling of play, must the cithens of 
medieval Coventry or Chester, at Corpus Christi or Whitsun- 
tide, have approached their annual ta^ of setting out, picture 
by picture, the long narrative of the Fall and Redemption of 
Man, with its quickly shifting scenes ftom the Expidsion of 
Lucifer to the Day of Doom. But however much of patriotic 
sentiment may have been enlisted in the service of the medi- 
eval pageants, and however much their feme may have re- 
dounded to the honour and di^ty of the towns in which they 
were exhibited, it does not seem to have occurred to the 
burghers, as one would have thought might so easily have 
been the case, still further to glorify themselves by substituting 
for the familiar scriptural cycle new plays of a similar type 
based upon themes drawn ftom the local ot the national 
cbtonicles. No doubt thete were powerful forces to militate 
against any such development; the natural conservatism of 
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established custom, the andeat cotmexion of the pageants 
with the religious ceremomes of the festivals at wUch they 
were produced, the dependence of the actors upon the clerics 
who wrote and rewrote their texts. To these causes must per- 
haps he added the fiict that during the half century between 
Agincourt and Bosworth Field, which was the heyday of the 
pageants, patriotism, in an Engjand divided between the camps 
of the Roses, was not at its brightest. Whatever the reason, (he 
secular mystery did not, as a fiict, pass beyond tentative begin- 
nings. 

Not was it otherwise at the coming of the Tudors. The 
ddiberatepoheyof Henry the Seventli encouraged the writir^ 
of chronicles, and might have made good use of the historical 
drama as yet another means of inducing a pacified England to 
realize its unity and its greatness. But for a time the economic 
conditions of the stage were unfavourable. The old habit of 
enormous local festival plays was dying out, and the small 
troops of professional actors wandering from town hall to 
town hall and from manor to manor were insufficient to sustain 


the burden of an elaborate spectacle, and found it easier to 
grapple with the less exacting demands of morality or of fetce. 
The stage of the court and die schools, on the other hand, 
sought its intetest either in the revival and imitation of classical 
comedy and tragedy or in the Tmdin!(^-drmii of theological 
controversy; and although the latter led by a curious bypath 
to the intrusion of such liistorical personages as King J obn and 
Cardinal Pandulph among the abstractions of Bale’s famous 
allegory, it was not until the v^bond companies setded in 
London and for the first time established the popular dtama 
upon a permanent theatre that the chronicle history play can 
really be said to have come into existence. But on the boatds of 
the Theatre and Curtain, and doting the hegemony of Tadton 
and the Queen’s men from 1583 to 159a, it may fairly be re- 
garded as the dominant type; and although less artless modes 
followed, and the instructed stagecraft of Ben Jonson might 
leatn to scoff at ‘York and Lancaster’s long jars’, it had not 
really lost its vogue, at any rate among the groundlings, before 
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the closing of the theatres heralded the advent of an age in 
which historjr was once more to be made and not merely to be 
gatted at The prentice hand of Shakespeare found it still in its 
prime. To a public greedy of life and colour and movement, it 
stood with its alarums and excursions, its ghtteriug armour and 
its purple robes, for tragedy and for romance. From murders 
and executions, and the upland downs of kings on Fortune’s 
wheel, the emotional thrill passed into the humdrum days of 
the shop-boy and the mercer’s lady. The commg and the pass- 
ing of ie Armada had stimulated the national consciousness, 
and rendered easy and natural a retrospect ovet the stirring 
moments of England’s past. So had the taste of the spectators 
been fashioned; while playwrights, eager to meet it, found an 
ineidiaustible mine of picturesque incident in the not too 
ctitical pages of Raphael Holinshed and his fellows. One early 
task of Shakespeare’s was to furbish up a dramatic representa- 
tion of ‘York and Lancaster’s long jars’, already existing in a 
chronicle history covering the whole of those Wats of the 
Roses, whose actual memory bad hardly yet faded out of 
the popular Imagination. Two mortal parts of the play, at the 
least, he worked over, scene after scene, with the patient labour 
of a j oumeyman ;andthealaid such models aside, and followed 
the promptings of his own spirit upon the lurid theme of 
Richard Ik Third. To proceed further in the straight line of 
chronological advance would perhaps have been indiscreet, 
while a Tudor still sat on the throne of Henry the Seventh; 
and so in pursuit of his vein Shakespeare tamed back, and 
after a further essay at the renovation of an old canvas in King 
John, found material not uidihe that of York and Lancaster 
itself in that earher period of national stress and trouble which 
was ultimately tendered illustrious by the sounding name of 
Agincoutt. 

The accomplishment of this second historical enterprise 
could hardly fail to bring before one who was by this time a 
master of his craft the inevitable weaknesses of the tradition in 
which he was working. Critical battles have been waged 
atound the dramatic unities, and in the end it remains true that 
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diama, if it is to accomplish its end of swaying through sym- 
pathy the emotions of the spectators, must somehow, whether 
it be through the unities or in any other way, achieve a unity. 
Which is as much as to say that literature, unlike life, must 
simplify its issues, and that by selection and concentration 
alone can it hope to grip and fasten to the predetermined mood 
the wandering spirit of man. And^e chronicle history fails to 
achieve unity, precisely because it never selects, contenting 
itself with the attiess process of translating into dramatic form 
the facts of the past as ihe chronicles give them; that is to say 
with all the hopeless confusion of issues, of beginnings that do 
not end, and of ends that do not begin, which is characteristic 
of life itself. One need not expect that this desultory temper 
should have offended against the popularity of the type. It is at 
all times your literary man, and not the public of the theatre, 
that calls for the plain issue. And the Elizabethan public, in 
particular, had behind it the equally desultory tradition of the 
miracle plays, which were hardly yet obsolete, and on which 
the imagination of many playgoers had been trained. It is true 
that the miracle plays, in their fullest development, had attained 
to a very teat unity of their own, through the great cosmic 
cycles which embraced time and eternity in their extensive 
span. But it is probable that the very range of these cycles 
made them, on the well-known Aristotelian principle, dra- 
matically incomprehensible ns wholes; and that, even where 
episodes were not broken off and acted independently, it was 
the succession of such episodes, rather than the scheme to 
which they were logically subordinsted, that ministered to the 
popular delight in street and market-place. 

In any case the miracle plays were already a survival when 
the chronicle history came into bang, and no chtonide history 
fashioned on a cyclical scale is upon record. Holinshed, indeed, 
would have furnished ample stuff for a noble series of historical 
pageants stretching from the sack of Troy to the Armada 
its&; but the conception would hardly have been practicable 
within the physical limitations of Elizabethan theatres and 
Elizabethan companies. As a rule the chronicle histories 
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content themselves with such unity, often artificial enough, as 
the limits of a particular reign may suggest; and the principle 
finds expression in such titles as Tbt Fiuinm Victories of Hetirji 
the Fifth or The Troub/esame Rciffi of King John. Shakespeare did 
not, of course, handle so primitive a type of drama without 
some attempt to reduce the formless structure to unity, Follow- 
ing instinctively upon Unes.which the great Attic dramatists 
had worked out before him, he seems to have endeavoured to 
treat the majority of his historical plays, less as independent 
units, than as acts or moments in some long succession of his- 
torical events better capable than those of a single reign of 
being represented as a process with a definite beginning, 
middle, and end. Thus in the tetralogy of York and Lan- 
caster, which is made up of the three parts of Htniy the Sixth 
and of Richnrd the Third, the whole tangled web of half a cen- 
tury’s chronicles is arranged along a great curve of embittering 
civil strife, from the first outbreak of faction after the death of 
Henry the Fifth to its final extinction in the union of the white 
rose and the ted upon Boswortb Field. Certainly the unity so 
obtained is mote a formal than a real one; an acknowle^- 
ment of the need for some such principle in the chronicle his- 
toty, rather than a solution of the problem of attaining it. 
Henry the Sixth is still artless and chaotic enough, in all con- 
science, and if SJehard the Third arrives at greater coherency, 
this is largely at the expense of a breach of continuity in genenil 
tone and temper between it and its predecessors in ^ series. If 
there is a single dramatic intention common to the four plays, 
it is a political one, in the constant sense of disunion as the one 
fatal element in national life, and of the implied contrast, which 
the chronicles themselves were indeed written to suggest, be- 
tween the rudderless state of an England deprived of its 
natural leader and the glorious possibilities of a Henry of Mon- 
mouth or a Henry Tudor. The fiame of patriotism burns still in 
the scenes which celebrate the prowess of Lord Shrewsbury, 
and Thomas Nashe records the response which these scenes 
evoked when they were produced, probably with Edward 
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Alleyn in the part of Shrewsbury, upon the boards of the Rose 
in the spring of 1592: 

How would it hauc ioycd brane Talbot (the terror of the French) 
to thinfce that after he had lyen two hundred yeare in his Toomb, 
he should triumph againc on the Stage and hauc his bones new 
embalmed with the tearcs of ten thousand spectators at least (at 
several times) who, in the Tragedian that represents his person, 
Imagine that they behold him fresh bleeding, 

In the desire to make the dead past live again, rather than in 
any psychological formula of the tragic or the comic vision, 
lies the teal meaning of the chronicle play. 

Sentimental persons have sometimes professed to be 
shocked at the inglorious part assigned to Joan of Arc in 
Htnrj tit and have consoled themselves with the reflec- 
tion that Shakespeare was dependent upon his sources and 
that, if he depicted the Maid as a wanton and a practiser with 
evil spirits, this was only because he found her so represented 
in the chronicles and had no material for arriving at a truer 
historic judgement. Certainly the process of rehabilitation was 
not before Shakespeare, and the argument is sound as far as it 
goes. But it rather begs the question by assuming that Shake- 
speare or any other English national playwright would have 
cared very much whether he was unjust to a French heroine or 
not. It was the quality of England, not of France, that he set 
out to celebrate, and it may be admitted that patriotic fervour 
is by no means always touched with the quixotic generosities 
of a Sidney, and is ftequondy accompanied by the very natural 
desire to make out its enemies as no better than they ought to 
be. 



RICHARD THE THIRD 


With 'BJcbard the Third Shakespeare completes Hs nonage. It 
is a masterpiece, but a masterpiece ftom the same hand which 
contributed, to how small or great an extent it is impossible to 
tell, but in any case prentice-wise, to the final shaping of those 
typical dramas of a pte-Sbakcspeaiean epoch, the three parts 
of Henrj the Sixth. It resumes the past, rather than preludes the 
future; and altliough the continuity of development is never 
broken, you shall hardly trace the lineaments of the creator of 
Macbe& and lago in those of the youngest and most brilliant 
graduate in the school of Marlowe and Kyd. To say that there 
is nothmg of 'Shakespeare’s personality in SJehard the Third 
would be a paradox, for assuredly his sign-manual is upon 
scene after scene; and indeed it is the principal object of this 
essay to isolate and fix an element in the composition of the 
play wherein Shaltespeare’s personality most strongly declares 
its^. But at most it affords his individual variation upon a 
traditional manner of the English stage, which had its roots in 
the miracle plays and moralities, and had already been brought 
to a high state of elaboration by his immediate predecessors. 
It was written while the golden key to the unexplored gardens 
of enchantment which he was to make his own had stUl to be 
found. 

This criticism holds, whether yon regard the diction and 
handling of the dialogue or the greater matters of structure and 
dtamatic intention. Here, in such scenes as that in which the 
two queens and the mother of Richard toss the tennis-ball of 
their passion in alternate speech, is the culmination of that 
rhetorical style, foil of antitheses and piled-up pataUelistos, to 
which Shakespeare found his way in the process of revising the 
naive crudities of The Ontintm of York and Lamoster, and 
which was soon to pass through the crucible of the lyric mood 
in lus coming essays at tragedy in Romeo and Juliet and Richard 
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th Sicmd, The weakness of the method is akeady apparent in 
the falsetto which is its inevitable accompaniment; and the 
melodramatic power of certain effects hardly compensates for 
the straining of the lungs and for the Iteration of vituperative 
epithets until they lose their edge. This is a part of the burden 
of Shakespeare’s inheritance which perhaps he never wholly 
succeeded m throwing o£ 

In conception, as in style, Ridanl the Third is a summary of 
the serious drama of the later eighties, It completes the York 
and Lancaster tetralogy, and, although diverging widely from 
the lines laid down in the three parts of Hemy the Sixth, is in 
many points only intelligible by reference to these. It is thus an 
organic outgrowth of chronitde history, just as chronicle his- 
tory itself was an adaptation of medieval pseudo-dramatic 
methods to a new subject-matter. The filiation is obvious. The 
distinction lies in the feet that the latest stage of the develop- 
ment affords, drama in the true sense, as well as chronide 
history. It is not content merely to give a visualized repre- 
sentation of successive events, but endeavours to arrange these 
as a single action with a beginning, middle, and end, and to 
interpret the pageant in the light of profound and interesting 
moral ideas. In Riehard the Tlurd, indeed, the moral ideas ate 


hardly mote an ezptession of Shakespeare’s own personality, 
than the elements of style. He has not as yet even shaped them 
to his own uses, but has taken them over bodily, and perhaps 


without any very profound concern, feom his masters Marlowe 
and Kyd, The day when he will return to them and reread the 


old problems in his own fashion has not come. At present they 
mean to him only material for his growing skill as a dramatic 
workman. Even Marlowe and Kyd themselves, in their 


handling of moral ideas, owed almost as much to the moralities 


that went before them as the chronicle histories owed to the 


miracle plays. The experience and speculation of the Renais- 
sance had as yet modified die ornament rather than the temper 
of European thought; and, although the Battle of the Vices 
and the Virtues was no longer the litetary mode, its spirit 
survived in the preoccupation of that phase of Elizabethan 
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tragedy, of -which ’Rlchird the Third is a late and not the least 
characteristic example, -with the broadest issues of good and 
evil Two dramatic motivea, indeed, almost entirely dominate 
it. One is that of retaliation, the call of blood for blood, finding 
its lower expression in such revenge plays as The Spanish 
Tta^dj or Tiitu Aitdronieus, and its higher in some vague half- 
pagan conception of Nemesis, of a sleepless destiny inexorably 
linking sin to retribution. The other, closely related to the 
first, is that of the life according to Macbiavelli, whose cold- 
blooded doctrines of statecraft, squaring with some lurid prac- 
tices of the rimes, had evidendy impressed the Elizabethan 
imagination -with the notion of an ethical monster, aldn to the 
'superman’ of our modern Nietzsche, who shall dare to say to 
his soul, ‘Evil, be thou my goodl’ and shall prosper accord- 
ingly until the predetermined day for the thunderbolt to fall 
upon him. That these two motives furnish forth the dramatic 
life of Riehard the Third calls, I think, for no demonstration. 
Richard’s stupendous rise and towering fall, the bevy of ghosts 
crying ‘Vindictal revenge I’ who serve to symbolize the retri- 
butive character of the catastrophe, are of themselves suiBcient 
to class it as a Nemesis play. Nor is it less easy to trace in 
Richard himself the familiar oadines of the Machiavellian man, 
such as the earlier dramatists had conceived him. You may 
know him by the deliberation and self-consciousness of his 
villainy. ‘I am determined to prove a villain,’ says Richard. It 
is precisely in this parti pris of evil that the essential quality of 
the dramatic type consists. Just as does Barabbas, in The Jew ef 
Malta, hug himself upon the surpassing degree of his own 
infamy. 

Now tell me, worldlings, underneath the sun 

If greater falsehood ever has been done? 

Just so, too, does Aaron in Titus Andronitus utter his heart in 
more aude outbursts of self-gratulation and self-condemna- 
tion: 

Even now I curse the day, and yet, I think. 

Few come within the compass of my curse. 

Wherein 1 did not some notorious ill; 
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the Seieitd. The weakness of the njethod is already apparent in 
the falsetto which is its inevitable accompaniment; and the 
melodramatic power of certain effects hardly compensates for 
tile straining of the longs and for the iteration of vituperative 
epithets until they lose their edge. This is a part of the burden 
of Shakespeare’s inheritance which perhaps he never wholly 
succeeded in throwing off. 

In conception, as in style, 'Richard tbs Third is a summary of 
the serious drama of the later eighties. It completes the York 
and Lancaster tetralogy, and, although diverging widdy from 
the lines laid down in the three parts of Heaiy the Sixth, is in 
many points only intelligible by reference to these. It is thus an 
organic outgrowth of chronicle history, just as chronicle his- 
tory itself was an adaptation of medieval pseudo-dramatic 
methods to a new subject-matter. The filiation is obvious. The 
distinction lies in the fact that tiie latest stage of the develop- 
ment affords, drama in the true sense, as well as chronicle 
history. It is not content metdy to give a visualised repre- 
sentation of successive events, but endeavours to arrange these 
as a single action with a hegittning, middle, and end, and to 
interpret the pageant in the light of profound and interesting 
fflotd ideas. In Richard the Third, indeed, the moral ideas are 
hardly more an expression of Shakespeare’s own personality, 
than the elements of style. He has not as yet even shaped them 
to his own uses, but has taken them over bodily, and perhaps 
without any very profound concern, feom his masters Marlowe 
and Kyd. The day when he will return to them and reread the 
old problems in his own fashion has not come. At present they 
mean to him only material for his growing skill as a dramatic 
workman. Even Marlowe and Kyd themselves, in their 
handling of moral ideas, owed almost as much to the moralities 
that went before them as the chronicle histories owed to the 
miracle plays. The experience and speculation of the Renais- 
sance had as yet modified the ornament rather than the temper 
of European thought; and, although the Battle of the Vices 
and the Virtues was no longer the literary mode, its spirit 
survived in the preoccupation of that phase of Elizabethan 
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ttagedy, of whiA Bjfia-rf the Third is a late and not the least 
chatacteriatic example, with the broadest issues of good and 
evil. Two dtamatic motives, indeed, almost entirely dominate 
it. One is that of retaliation, the call of blood for blood, finding 
its lower expression in such revenge plays as The Sparnsh 
Traffdy or Titus Asdnukus, and its higher in some vague half- 
pagan conception of Nemesis, of a sleepless destiny inexorably 
linking sin to retribution. The other, closely r^ted to the 
first, is that of the life according to MachiavcUi, whose cold- 
blooded doctrines of statecraft, squaring with some lurid prac- 
tices of the times, had evidently impressed the Elizabrthan 
imagination with the notion of an ethical monster, akin to the 
‘superman’ of out modem Nietzsche, who shall dare to say to 
his soul, ‘Evil, be thou my good!’ and shall prosper accord- 
ingly until the predetermined day for the thunderbolt to fall 
upon him. That these two motives furnish forth the dtamatic 
life of Echo'd the Third calls, I thinit, for no demonstration. 
Richard’s stupendous rise and towering fall, the bevy of ghosts 
crying 'Vindiital revengel’ who serve to symbolize the retri- 
butive character of the catastrophe, are of themselves sufficient 
to class it as a Nemesis play. Not is it less easy to trace in 
Richard himself the familiar outlines of the Machiavellian man, 
such as the earlier dramatists bad conceived him. You may 
know him by the deliberation and self-consciousness of his 
villainy. ‘I am determined to prove a villain,’ says Richard. It 
is precisely in this parti pris of evil that the essential quality of 
the dramatic type consists. Just as does Barabbas, in Thi Jut of 
Malta, hug himself upon the surpassing degree of his own 
in&my: 

Now tdl me, worldlings, underneath the sun 
If greater falsehood ever has been done? 

Just so, too, does Aaron in Titus AndromeusrMec his heart in 
more crude outbursts of self-gratulation and self-condemna- 
tion; 

Even now I curse the day, and yet, I think. 

Few come within the compass of my cntse. 

Wherein I did not some notorious ili; 
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and again: 

If one good deed in all my life I did, 

I do icpent it from my very soul. 

Nor docs the tradition end with Richard. Even in Shake- 
speare’s latest plays die Machiavellian villain hngers. lago, and 
lachimo too, do hut wear this rue witii a difference. As for 
Richard himself, one may trace the growth of Shakespeare’s 
conception of the character as far hack as Heiiiy the Sixth. In 
the earliest scenes he is but one among other gallant lads, the 
strenuous supporter, first of his father’s, then of his brother’s 
claim to the throne. It is not until the middle of the third part 
that a soliloquy suddenly lets the spectator into the secret of 
his ambitions and his temperament. He dreams on sovereignty 
and knows himself a bom plotter: 

Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile. 

And cry ‘Content’ to that which grieves my heart. 

And wet my cheeks with ardScial teats. 

And frame my &cc to all occasions. 

I’ll drown mote sailors than the mermaid shall; 

I’ll slay more gaaers than the basilisk; 

I’ll play the orator as well as Nestor, 

Deceive more alily than Ulysses could. 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy. 

I can add colours to the chameleon. 

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages. 

And set the mutdetous Machlavel to school. 

Can I do this and cannot get a crown? 

'This is followed up by another speech, after the stabbing of 
King Henry, in an even more pronounced Machiavellian 
tone; 


Then, since the heavens have shaped my body so. 
Let hell make crooked my mind to answer it. 

I have no brother, I am like no brother; 

And this word ‘love’, which greybeards caU divine. 
Be resident in men like one another. 

And not in me. I am myself alone. 

zo 



RICHARD THE THIRD 


It is to be observed that these passages have no equivalent in 
the chronicles and no dramatic value in Beniy the Sixth itself, 
which ends with the coronation of Edward. They point already 
to an intended SSchurd the TUrd much on the lines of the exlst- 
ing play. And the fiict that they appear, one wholly and the 
other in germ, in The Cemtentim is one of the strongest argu- 
ments of those who detect the hand of Shakespeare in the un- 
revised as well as the revised plays. 

There Is one aspect of Richard’s personality as foreshadowed 
in these passages of Hstqy the Sixth which calls for especial 
attention. He desaibes liimself not merely as a ‘murderous 
Machiavel’, but in particular as an accomplished dissembler, 
one able to ‘frame his &ce to all occasions ’, a Ulysses, a Sinon, 
a Proteus. The same note is repeated in Kichitrd the Third itself. 
Richard prides himself on achieving his ends, ‘ all the world to 
nothing’, with no weapons on his side, ‘save the plain devil 
and dissembling looks ’. Lessoning Buctogham in intrigue, he 
asks: 

Come, cousin, const thou quake, and change thy colour, 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin again, and stop again. 

As if thou wett disttaught and mad with terror? 

And Buckingham replies: 

Tut, I can counletfdi the deep tragedian. 

Speak and look back, and pry on every side. 

Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 

Inteuding deep suspicion. Ghastly looks 
Arc at my service, like enforced smiles; 

And both are ready in dteir offices. 

At any time, to grace my stratagems. 

This is moderately true of Buckingham, whose dissembling 
is, as a matter of foct, somewhat amateuri^; it is pre-eminently 
true of Richard himself. Richard is, indeed, a consummate 
actor. The whole secret of his success lies in the adroitness 
with which he plays upon the ambWons and weaknesses of 
tliose whom he intends to make his puppets, in the audacity 
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■with ■which be flings himself into the appropriate utterance of 
sentiments the most foreign to his nature. And how he revels 
in it, in his command of himself, in his betraying silences and 
ironical speech, in the line sense of dramatic values with which 
he chooses the moment to strilce his blows. Exactly in this 
consists Shakespeare’s personal variation upon the stock 
Machiavellian theme. His Richard is a monster, hke Barabbas 
or Aaron, and not merely an example of ordinary human 
ftailty. He makes evil his good; but, as I read him, it is not so 
much for the sake of the evd itself, as for sheer joy in the tech- 
nique of villainy, in the contriving of the nice adjustment of 
springs and wires whereby evil comes about. He does not 
really want the cto^wn, but he does want the world to bustle 
in; and, scene after scene, he goes last off the stage, twistii^ 
his misshapen body in glee, not at the fruit but at the success 
of his machinatious. 'What a roll his triumphs make I Edward 
persuaded to imprison Qarence on a frlse insinuation of trea- 
son; Qatence himself and the ‘simple gulls Hastings, Derby, 
and Buckingham, made to believe that this imprisonment is 
the work of the queen’s Idndted; these in their turn lulled into 
false security undl they ate suddenly stricken down; Hastings 
ruined by a baseless and plausible accusation of witchaaft; 
Anne wooed and 'won in the very presence of murdered 
Henry’s corpse; Buckingham befooled by idle promises and 
thrown aside when he is useless; the suftages erf the citizens 
gained by an impudent assumption of pious humility ; through 
all the maze of intrigue the te^y resource of the accomplished 
actor never fails him for a moment. His methods ate simplicity 
itself. He leans much upon the affectation of being an honest, 
well-meaning man, 'whose motives ate sadly misjudged, and 
who sometimes cannot refrain from anger at the wlongs done 
to him by others: 

Because I cannot flatter and speak fait. 

Smile in men’s feces, smooth, deceive, and cog. 

Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a rancorous enemy. 



RICHARD THE THIRD 


Cannot a plain man live and think no hatm, 

But thus his simple truth must be abused 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

He has no ambition. He had rather be a pedlar than a king. 
Above all he is religious. The scene in which he appears be- 
tween two bishops, with a prayer book in his hand, to gull the 
mayor of London, is only one of several in which he takes 
delight, as he himself puts it, to 

Clothe my naked vlUany 
With odd old ends stolen out of holy writ; 

And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 

Of contse it all comes to an end. You cannot cog for ever with 
heaven. From the beginning there have been some who have 
seen through him; mostly women. He may tell them that he is 
too childish-foolish fot the world, if he will; but they know 
him too well, who have borne with him from the womb, or 
shared the fearful ttepidation of his bed. Even his vaunted dis- 
sembling ultimately falls him. In his last bout he is palpably 
outwitted. Red with the blood of her sons, he woos Eliaabetb 
for her daughter, even as at an earlier moment, ted with the 
blood of her husband, he bad wooed Anne. 'Relenting fool, 
and shallow, changing womanl’ he sneers. But after all, Eliaa- 
beth is the deeper Assembler. She is already iai in the plot with 
Richmond, and, although her daughter shall be a queen, she 
shall assuredly not be Richard’s queen. With the change in the 
tide of his fortune, Richard’s nerve leaves him. Evil dreams 
beset him mote and mote, sure tokens of the unavoided doom 
of destiny that is closing him round. He has met his match 
when death, the most finished of tragedians, steps towards him 
on the stage of Bosworth Field. 

I have already hinted that Shakespeare, at the period of his 
career at which he wrote R«ferrf fds Tiirti, does not impress me 
as being primarily interested in moral ideas. Richatd as Machi- 
avelli and Richard as the chosen victim of Nemesis ate only 
moderately convincing. On the other hand, Richatd as an 
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actor is coitvindng enough; and in this side of his hero’s per- 
sonality I think that Shakespeare was very much interested 
indeed. He was, of course, an actor himself; perhaps had not 
very long been one; and his adventurous mind, with its usual 
resdess energy, was eagerly pursuing the psychological seaeta 
of his craft. ‘Myself have seen his demeanour no less civil than 
he excellent in the quality he professes,’ says Henry Chettle, in 
almost undoubted allusion to the ‘upstart crow, bcautiM 
with the feathers’ of poets, whom poor embittered Greene 
had gibed at as ‘in his own conceit the only Shake-scene in a 
country’. Some obscure passages in the Semets have been 
interpreted as signifying diat, in certain moods at least, the 
mummer’s life was not wholly to the taste of the ambitious 
young man whom the brilliant Earl of Southampton honoured 
with his Mendship: 

Alas I 'tis true, I have gone here and there, 

And made myself a motley to the view. 

Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most deat, 

Made old ofienccs of aSecdons new. 

It is perhaps possible to take ‘motley’ somewhat too literally. 
But that a sensitive and self-centred spirit should rebel against 
a profession which a subtle writer of our own day has num- 
bered with that of the ‘daughters of joy’ is not unlikely, after 
ail; and the status of a ‘vacahond’ may have had its sting for 
one whose fethet had been bailiff of Stratford and claimed 
coat-armour, and who had more than a touch of the bourgeois 
in his blood. But it was only in certain moods, one may be 
assured. In others the fasdnation of an art unequalled in its 
control over the shifting souls of men must have been strong 
upon him ; nor is the least proof of this in the feet that he chose 
to turn a play, conventional enough in its structure and its 
theme, into a ptofesslonal notebook full of the nicest and most 
penetrating observation. 



THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 


Latin comedy, filtering do-wn for the most part through 
Italian channels, has left its mark upon more than one of 
Shakespeare’s plays. But It is in TAt Came^ of Errors alone, 
with its atmosphere of slaves and courtesans, its breathless 
dialogue, its strained domestic relations, its unity of action 
upon an open street between the convent and the house of 
Antipholus, that one may find any close reproduction of the 
manner of Plautus and of Terence. In view of the vogue which 
the powerful influence of the schoolmasters upon the develop- 
ment of the drama in England during the first two thirds of 
the sixteenth century had given to both these writers, it is 
hardly worth while speculating how far, if at all, Shakespeare 
went directly to the fountainhead for his play. That The 
Com^ of Errors derives ftom the Mmatcbm is obvious. It is 
equally obvious that it is not a translation of the Mimcimi, 
but a ftee adaptation of the ingeniously entangled situation 
which its model afforded; and it is probable that one at least 
of the new complications introduced, the addition to the twin 
Antipholuses of the twin Dromios, owes its suggestion to 
another play of Plautus, the Ampiitrno. There is no particular 
reason to suppose that Shakespeare knew William Warner’s 
translation of the Mtmtbmi, the publication of which in 1594 
was probably an effect rather than a cause of the production of 
the play. The book may have been circulating with other of 
Warner’s Plautine versions ‘for the use and delight of his 
private fidends ’ at an earlier date, but it is to be suspected that, 
had it come into Shakespeare’s hands, the scanty verbal re- 
semblances between it and The Comedy of Errors would have 
been increased. The Latin of Plautus is not easy; but even if 
Shakespeare’s private scholarship were unequal to the task, of 
which thete is no proof, and if, i^ch is extremely unlikely, he 



SHAKESPEARE: A SURVEY 

had never had an opportunity of seemg tlje Mmiehmi per- 
formed in the original or in a translation by London school- 
boys, there were probably scores of persons among his 
acquaintance who could readily tell him so much of the plot 
as was requited to serve his turn. It is a hazardous conjectute, 
and therefore has been made with much confidence, that a play 
performed at court by the choir-boys of St Paul’s on i January 
1577 under the title of ‘the histotie of Error’, represents an 
earlier composition subsequently worked up by Shakespeare. 
That is, I think, too much to hang upon a similarity of name. 
'Truth is one,’ says Plato, ‘but diere are many kinds of etror.’ 
Cmusvis bowinis esf errari, says the Latin grammar. But one 
recogniaes the spirit in which English literary history has not 
infrequently been written. 

Shakespeare or another has of course introduced into the 
story certain elements which ate quite alien to Plautus. There 
is the emotional interest, the note of romance, such as we find 
it in Tie Merebmt of Venice, derived from the travels of Aegeon 
in search of wifeiand family, his condemnation, and the triple 
ivayveopuns which drenches the rather violent humours of the 
closing scene in sentiment. Such a situation is common form in 
Eliaabethan comedy, just as it was common form in the tragedy 
of Euripides, but it will be admitted that the dramatic spirit 
had travelled long medieval toads before it could find its 
place among the situations of Plautus. Similarly it is a modern, 
rather than a Latin conception of the position of the wife in 
comedy, that determines the stress laid throughout the play 
upon the jealousy of Adriana, which again and again strilces a 
serious chord in the very midst of riot and horse-play, and 
finally leads up to the little sermon delivered by the Abbess to 
the foolish w^e, for which the intrigue is stopped at a critical 
moment. Adriana admits that she has dwelt upon her wrongs, 
in season and out of season: 

It was the copy of our conference. 

In bed be slept not for my urging it; 

At board he fed not for my urging it; 
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Alone, it was the subject of my theme; 

In company, I often glanced it; 

Still did I tell him it was vild and had. 
abbess: And thereof came it that the man was mad. 
The venom clamouts of a jealous woman 
Poisons mote deadly than a mad dog’s tooth, 


The commentators have been stnidc by the incongruity of this 
insistence upon the ethical issue with the general temper of the 
play, and have explained it after their fashion as due to the 
reaction of Shakespeare’s own domestic circumstances upon 
his art. They regard him as preoccupied, both in Tht Cmi^ 
s/Errers and in Tlx Tmiug ef the with the relalions of 
Wband and wife and the interpretation of the marriage vow, 
because he too had married in haste and repented at leisure, 
and had suHered at bed and board from the tongue of Anne 
Hathaway, until he had been forced to solve his problem by 
a hasty ^ght upon the London road. Poor Anne Hathaway, 
of whom after dl we know nothing but that she had a honey- 
suckle name, and was some years older than Shakespeare, and 
was kind to him before marriage, and received a legacy of his 
second-best bedl I shall not pursue that controversy. At any 
rate it is cleat that, whether he had learnt the lesson by experi- 
ence of his own fireside, or by experience of tbe stormy fire- 
sides of bis friends in comparison with that peaceful one which 
he so rarely visited in Stratford, Shakespeare was very much 
convinced, when he wrote Tlx Come^ Errors, of the sound 
practical truth that indiscretion in the expression of jealousy is 
by no means a way to remove the causes of jealousy; and 
that he was careful so to order his play as to give pointed 
utterance to this conviction. So much does the theme, in its 
serious aspect, turn upon jealousy, that when one finds the 
record of a play, new at a date aWt which Th Comdj of 
Errors may very well have been written, acted by a company 
with which Shakespeare almost certainly had other relations, 
and bearing the title of Tbs Joahus Comedy, one is tempted to 
ask whether this and The Come^ of Errors are not one and the 
same. Here, again, one cannot build much upon nothing but a 
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name, and I am certainly not going to insist upon the identi- 
fication. If the date which it indicates is correct, The Comee^ of 
Brmrs is probably Shakespeare’s first comedy, and so much, 
indeed, one might readily maintain on general grounds, and 
particularly upon the liberal use of verse, regular and doggerel, 
in clownish scenes, for which he had already learnt, by the 
time he came to write The Tm Gestleisen of Vema and Love’s 
Labour's Losi, that the proper medium is prose. One must not, 
of course, forget the possibility that the play may be a rsmatiie- 
gseiit, and if so may contain elements of style as well as of 
subject-matter which cannot be safely regarded as being of 
Shakespeare’s own fashioning. Here, however, we again 
approach the dangerous regions of conjecture. 

In so fat as it is concerned witit jealousy and the ethical 
pioUems which hinge upon jealousy, Tie Comedy of Errors 
has an undeniable claim to the title which it beats. It is comedy 
m the true sense of a criticism of life, which is at heart pro- 
foundly serious, and employs ail the machinery of wit or 
humour, with the deliberate intention of reaching through the 
laughtet to the ultimate end of a purged outlook upon hings. 
Let an audience shake its sides at the plight into which a scold 
is htought by the tailings of her tongue, and it is odds that 
they will go away with llie conviction that the wiser course is 
not to tad. 'Whether they will actually cease to tail is perhaps 
hardly the concern of the dramatist, whose will to propagate 
his own vision of things is not necessarily identical with the 
pang with which the missionary aches for souls. From one 
point of view, then. The Come^ of Errorb is to be classed as a 
comedy. But the label hardly applies to it ns a whole, since, as I 
have already pointed out, the ethical element, no less than the 
element of romance, in the play has been imported into the 
original design under the promptings of the Elieabethan mood. 
Stripped of these ornaments, die interest declares itself as 
almost entirely one of plot, arising out of a succession of 
ingeniously interwoven situations brought about by the facial 
resemblances of the two paits of twin brothers and the accident 
of theic conung togetiier, unknown to each other, in the aame 
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aty. Too much pisuse canaot be given to the technical skill 
with which the idea is worked out; nor can it be denied that in 
this respect many improvements have been made in the original 
scheme of the Mtmubmt The supplementing of the Anti- 
pholuses by the Dromios quadruples the possibihties of mis- 
understanding, and the fun grows fast and furious, as etror is 
piled upon error If the rehandling of the Plantine structure is 
to be attributed to Shakespeare himsdf, he was already a 
master of stagecraft To this particular type of drama it is 
possible to give the name of farce rather than of comedy, if 
certam distinctions are observed Farce, indeed, is a term 
which has been used by hterary historians in two rather dif- 
ferent shades of meaning. In one acceptation, derived from its 
use as apphed to Matin Paihetm and other examples of fifteenth- 
century Flench diamatic humour, it does not so much connote 
something other than comedy, as a variety of comedy itself. 
It IS a matter of temper and wdm. Faice la comedy tianalated 
feoffl the speech and manners of a cultivated society into the 
speech and manners of the bourgeoisie, or perhaps it would 
really be mote historical to say that comedy represents a 
devdopment out of farce, due to the sharpening M the wits 
and the refinement of the moral issues which accompany or 
form part of the growth of a cultivated soaety as distinct from 
a bourgeoisie. Such farce is a comedy of the tudet vices and the 
mote robust virtues, a comedy in which fisticuffs, hteral and 
verbal, take the place of rapiet-play, In Shakespeare it is 
represented, magruficendy enougji, by Tb$ Tamng of (be Shrew 
and Tbe Merry ^ives of Windsor, And its primary diamatic 
interest is still, as in other forms of comedy, an interest of 
character, whatever other elements, of buffoonery ormtngue, 
may be added to this. In The Merry Wms of Windsor, there is 
bofo buffoonery and intrigue, in The Tammg of the Shrew 
buffoonery, but, so for at least as the mam Petiuchio and 
Kafherma stoty is concerned, no intrigue. But the second 
application of the teim farce is to a drWmc form which is 
shmply di&rentiated from comedy by the lact that in it the 
inteiest of character is wholly replaced by an mterest of plot. 
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The conception of farce in this sense may be defined as the 
deduction of a logical conclusion from absurd premises. The 
playwright starts with some impossible assumption, which 
you must take for granted; however unconvincing, however 
grotesque, it is beyond your criticism. From this he proceeds, 
without any further breach of the probabilities, to show what 
follows, and to work out a resulting tissue of absurdities, all 
inherent in the initial situation, i do not say that all farcical 
plots actually respect this scientific analysis of their structure, 
but they will be found to be the more successful, the more 
dasely they conform to it. K, therefore, I call The Comedy of 
Errors a farce, it Is not, as in the case of The Meny W'kes of 
Windsor or The Taming of the Shrew, the temper of its ethics that 
I have in mind. There is nothing particularly farcical about the 
marital relations of Antiphoius and Adriana or the sensible 
didactics of the Abbess. Farce has indeed generally a more 
brutal touch in such matters. There is horse-play, ctf course; 
but that is common to both types of farce. It is rather the plot 
of The Comedy of Errors that seems to me to answer very closely 
to the definition of a farcical plot. The initial assumption is of 
a personal similarity between two brothers so close as to 
extend to their raiment, and to deceive even those with whom 
they ate most familiar. Given this, all the episodes of the play, 
however ridiculous the situations they involve, unwind them- 
selves plausibly and naturally enough. One qualification must 
however be made. There is a weak point. Antiphoius and 
Dromio of Ephesus did not know that they had twin brothers. 
They had been separated as children from Aemiha by rude 
fishermen of Corinth almost immediately after the shipwreck. 
But Antiphoius and Dromio of Syracuse did know. They had 
been brought up by Aegeon until they were eighteen years of 
age; and had only left him with the expressed intention of 
seeking out their brothers. One can hardly suppose that 
Aegeon had failed to tell them of the extraordinary likeness 
which had existed between the children. This being so, it is 
almost incredible that, when they found themselves being 
obviously and constantly mistaken at Ephesus fbt persons not 
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themselves, the solution of the puzade should have Med to 
suggest itself to them. The same criticism applies, in the last 
scene, to Aegeon, who, when he found himself repudiated by 
the son and slave whom he thought he knew, must surely, 
after his long narrative to the duke a few hours before, have 
guessed that these could only be the son and slave whom he 
did not know. There are therefore in reality two assumptions, 
not one, made in the play; an assumption of physical resem- 
blance so close as to be mistaken for identity, and an assump- 
tion also of a very singular kind of oblivion in at least two of 
the personages. One such assumption is, as already explained, 
of the very essence of the game, but against a second we ate 
entitled to protest Had it not been for this lack of economy in 
hypothesis, Tbi Cmedj af Errm would have presented the 
very pink and perfection of a fetcical plot 



TITUS ANDRONICUS 


Most coaipetent students of Ttfits Aadromiis will admit that 
such interest as their work upon the play affords is to be found 
in the region of comparative rather than in that of absolute 
criticism. To a mind whose conceptions of tragedy have been 
largely formed upon the later practice of Shakespeare himself, 
there is nothing to claim the tragic analysis in so taw a tale of 
blood and revenge, culminating in the nightmare scene where- 
in the mutilated stumps of iavinia hold the basin over which 
Titus, with the one hand left him, cuts the throats of her 
ravishets. The situations, as they unroll themselves in breath- 
less succession, would be wholly sickening, were they not at 
the same time so remote ftom reality as to become merely 
grotesque. Not yet has Shakespeare, if it was Shakespeare who 
prepat^ this meal of horrors, leatnt the authentic touch upon 
pity and upon fear ; we are fat indeed ftom the passionate thrill 
of Lear as he beholds the good green world in which he has . 
. rioted toppling around hi^ and from the sad and gracious 
harmonies of Desdemona’s death-chamber. 

Baffled by the absence of greatness, the critics have fastened 
upon the gossip of a somewhat irresponsible dramatist of tiie 
end of the seventeenth century, who seems to have heard it in 
the green-room that the play was not in substance Shakespeare’s 
at all, ‘but brought by a private Author to be Acted, and he 
only gave some Master-touches to one or two of the Principal 
Parts or Characters’. About the issue so set controversy has 
alternately leaped and smouldered for more than a century 
past. Quite recently it has flared forth again with the renewed 
vigour of a phoenix, and in a way that impresses one, not so 
much with the feilute of each disputant in turn to convince, 
since that might only mean that sufficient material for the 
solution of their common problem is lacking, as with the 
abstinence of them all alike ftom any attempt to think out and 
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apply a logical method of investigation. A survey of the ac- 
cumukted literature of the subject is disconcerting, in the 
evidence which it affords of the.small extent to whiii literary 
history, or at any rate the literary history of England, has come 
into contact with the scientific spirit This is, one may suppose, 
primarily due to the fact that it has never, at the mote import- 
ant universities, become a matter of academic discipline. The 
activities of scholarship have been diverted to other fields of 
inquiry; and into the void thus left has pressed a crowd of 
journalists and idle antiquaries, who have come to their task 
with an imperfect equipment of training, and have pursued it 
under the stimulus rather of partisanship than of research. 
They have generally started from a sentiment; either the senti- 
ment of conservatism, which resents the questioning even of 
a literary tradition as a dangerous disturbance of the founda- 
tions of things; or the sentiment of what may be called 
Shakespeariolatry, which resents the ascription to 'our Shake- 
speare’ of anything which the sentimentalist chooses to con- 
sider unworthy work, as being of the nature of an insult to his 
genius. They frame such a hypothesis as the sentimentfflay 
suggest to Aem; and proceed to support it with that com- 
bination of rhetorical appeal and unconscious manipulation 
of evidence which the theologians have elaborated into a 
system under the title of apologetics. Meanwhile the inductive 
method, of which it is of the vety essence that it is disinterested 
and leaves the hypothesis to be suggested by the &cts them- 
selves, is neglected, or is regarded as an instrument belonging 
to the natural sciences and somewhat beneath the dignity of 
literature. 

If the problem of the authorship of Titus Anitomts can be 
unravelled at all, it can only be by setting to work in a wholly 
different temper. For indeed It is not really an isolated problem, 
but a mere fagment of one fat wider, which embraces a large 
mass of anonymous dramatic work produced in the decade 
preceding 1594, and involves a minute consideration of the 
conditions of dramatic production during that period. It will 
not be difficult to show that this is necessarily so. The 

B 


35 



TITUS ANDRONICUS 


Most competent students of Titus AuJromeus will admit that 
such interest as their work upon the play affords is to be found 
in the region of cotnparadve rather than in that of absolute 
criticism. To a mind whose conceptions of tragedy have been 
largely formed upon the later practice of Shakespeare himself, 
there is nothing to claim the tragic analysis in so raw a tale of 
blood and revenge, culminathg in the nightmare scene where- 
in the mutilated stumps of Lavinia hold the basin over which 
Titus, with the one hand left him, cuts the throats of her 
ravishers. The situations, as they unroll themselves in breath- 
less succession, would be wholly sickening, wete they not at 
the same time so remote ftom reality as to become merely 
grotesque. Not yet has Shakespeare, if it was Shakespeare who 
prepared this meal of horrors, learnt the authentic touch upon 
pity and upon fear ; we are fat indeed from the passionate tlirill 
of Lear as he beholds the good green world in which he has 
. rioted toppUng around him, and from the sad and gracious 
harmonies of Desdemona’s death-chamber. 

Baffled by, the absence of greatness, the critics have fastened 
upon the gossip of a somewhat irresponsible dramatist of the 
end of the seventeenth century, who seems to have heard it in 
the green-room that the play was not in substance Shakespeare’s 
at all, ‘but brought by a private Author to be Acted, and he 
only gave some Master-touches to one or two of the Principal 
Parts or Characters’. About the issue so set controversy has 
alternately leaped and smouldered for mote than a century 
past Quite recently it has flared forth again with the renewed 
vigour of a phoenix, and in a way that impresses one, not so 
much with the failure of each disputant in turn to convince, 
since that might only mean that sufficient material for fhe 
solution of their common problem is lacking, as with the 
abstinence of them ail alike ftom any attempt to think out and 
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apply a logical method of investigation. A survey of the ac- 
cumulated litetatute of the subject is disconcerting, in the 
evidence which it affords of tbe.sfflall extent to which litefary 
history, or at any rate the literary history of England, has come 
into contact with the scientific spirit This is, one may supptaaC) 
primardy due to the &ct that it has never, at the mote impptt- 
ant universities, become a matter of academic discipline. The 
activities of scholarship have been diverted to other fields of 
inquiry; and into the void thus left has pressed a crowd of 
journsdists and idle antiquaries, who have come to their task 
with an imperfect equipment of training, and have pursued it 
under the stimulus rather of partisanship than of reseafch. 
They have generally started from a sentiment; ^her the senti- 
ment of conservatism, which resents the questioning eved of 
a literary tradition as a dangerous disturbance of the foutida- 
tlons of things; or the sentiment of what may be called 
Shakespeariolatry, which resents the ascriptionto 'our Shiike- 
speare’ of anything which the sentimentalist chooses to ijon- 
sider unworthy work, as being of the nature of an insult to Ids 
genius. They frame such a hypothesis as the sentiment foay 
suggest to them; and ptoceed to support it with that com- 
bination of rhetorical appeal and unconscious manipulation 
of evidence which the theologians have elaborated into a 
system under the title of apologetics. Meanwhile the inductive 
method, of which it is of the very essence that it is disinterested 
and leaves the hypothesis to be suggested by the &cts them- 
selves, is neglected, oi is regarded as an instroment belonging 
to the natu^ sciences and somewhat beneath the dignity of 
literature. 

If the problem of the authorship of Titus Aii 4 nmms can he 
unravelled at ail, it can only be by setting to work in a wholly 
different temper. For indeed it is not really an isolated ptoblantj 
but a mete fragment of one far wider, which embraces a large 
mass of anonymous dramatic work produced in the decade 
preceding 1594, and involves a minute consideration of the 
conditions of dramatic production during that period, It wlU 
not be difficult to show that this is necessarily so. The 
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arguments to be weighed in investigating Shakespeare’s share, 
if any, in the play turn almost entirely on the determination of 
differences and relationships of style. There is a certain amount 
of external evidence available, iiideed; but it serves rather to 
define than to resolve the issue. The title-pages of the i ; 94 and 
1600 editions of Titus Andrtttdms contain lists of the theatrical 
companies by whom it was in succession performed. A com- 
parison of these with the entries in Henslowe’s Dwy, and of 
those again with the German and Dutch adaptations of the 
play, suggests the conclusion that the extant text dates ftofli the 
beginning of 1594, and represents a revision then made of an 
older play, which had been produced in the spring of 1592, 
and is called by Henslowe TUus and Vtspasim. The revision 
must have been substantial, since Henslowe seems to have 
treated the result as a new play; and an allusion by Ben Jonsou 
makes it possible that the 1592 version itself was in the same 
way a substantial revision of something earlier stfil. So &r it is 
possible to arrive without raising the question of authoislup at 
all. But even as regards that the external evidence is not silent. 
Tiftts Andrmieus was named in Meres’s list of Shakespeare’s 
plays given in his PalloiHs Tmia in ijpl; and it was ind»dtd 
in the First Folio edited by his fellows Heminges and Condell 
in 162}. It is eminently characteristic of the forensic manner in 
which the whole controversy has been conducted, that those 
who questioo Shakespeare’s authorship have exhausted their 
energies in endeavouring to suggest that Meres may have 
been ignorant, and Heminges and Condell dishonest. This is 
abusing the plaindiFs attorney with a vengeance. Admit the 
contention, and the authorship of nearly the whole of the 
pre-1594 drama falls into chaos; since, whatever deductions 
must be made from the value of the evidence of Meres and of 
Heminges and Condell, it is least fiir stronger than any that 
can be produced for Kyd’s authorship of Tie Spanish Tra^edf, 
or for Marlowe’s authorship of Tambsirhune, or for Greene’s 
authorship of Orlando Fsrioso, or for Peele’s authorship either 
of The Arrai^ment of Paris or of The Faith of Alcazar. As a 
matter of fact, it cannofbe shown that a single play is ascribed 
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to Shakespeare either in Palla£s Tamia or in the First Folio, 
of which he was not in some sense, although perhaps only as 
collaborator or reviser, the author; and this being so, the 
consensus of the two authorities is obviously very strong 
evidence indeed. But of course it is not absolutely conclusive; 
and it is theoretically possible to conceive a triumphant demon- 
stration, on grounds of style alone, not only that Shalcespeare 
cannot possibly have designed the sttucture of the original 
play, but that he cannot possibly have written that revised text 
of the original play which appears, from such indications as 
ate available, to be what we Imve before us. The only points 
I want to make now ate, firstly, that no such demonstration 
has yet been approached ; and secondly that, in its absence, the 
presumption must be that Metes and Heminges and Condell 
did not err. Even then, of course, yon have the alternative of 
regarding Shakespeare, either as the original author, or simply 
as the reviser of the play. Ravenscroft’s gossip, for what it is 
worth, is in favour of the latter hypothesis; and this is not 
inconsistent with the general probabilities as to Shakespeare’s 
first essays at dramaturgy. 

The method generally adopted by those who have been un- 
willing to recogniae Shakespeare’s sweet Roman hand in TilMs 
Andrcmius has been that of direct approach. That is to say, 
they have selected elements of diction, phrase, and rhythm 
from the play, and have endeavoured to show that parallels to 
these are less frequently to be found in what they regard as 
Shakespeare’s undisputed works, than in those of some other 
of his contemporaries. The application of this method has 
obviously led to very inconclusive results, since its exponents 
have in turn ascribed the play to Kyd, Marlowe, Greene, Pede, 
and Lodge, and the latest of them appears to think that con- 
tributions of all or nearly all of these, as well as of Shakespeare 
himself, either as original writers or as revisers, have to he 
disentangled in the complicated web of the piece. A literary 
equation comprising five or six unknown quantities is likely 
to remain a puzzle. Clearly the ill-success of a method may 
mean eidier Aat the problem is insoluble, or tliat the method 
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arguments to be weighed in investigating Shakespeare’s share, 
if any, in the play tnm almost entirely on the determination of 
differences and relationships of style. There is a certain amount 
of external evidence available, indeed; but it serves rather to 
define than to resolve the issue. The title-pages of the i j 94 and 
1600 editions of Titus Andrmcus contain lists of the theatrical 
companies by whom it was in succession performed. A com- 
parison of these with the entries in Henslowe’s Diury, and of 
those again with the German and Dutch adaptations of the 
play, suggests the conclusion that die extant text dates ftom the 
beginning of 1594, and represents a revision then made of an 
older play, which had been produced in the spring of 1592, 
and is calied hy Henslowe Titus md Vespasian. The revision 
must have been substantial, since Henslowe seems to have 
treated the resuit as a new play; and an allusion by Ben Jonson 
makes it possible that the 159a version itself was in the same 
way a substantial revision of something earlier still. So far it is 
possible to arrive without raising the question of authorship at 
all. But even as regards that the atenial evidence is not siient. 
Titus Atsdnnicus was named in Meres’s list of Shakespeare’s 
plays given in his Valladis Tamia in 1 5 98 ; and it was included 
in the First Folio edited by his fellows Heminges and Condell 
in ifias . It is eminently characteristic of the forensic manner in 
which the whole controversy has been conducted, that those 
who question Shakespeare’s authorship have exhausted their 
energies in endeavouring to suggest that Meres may have 
been ignorant, and Heminges and Condell dishonest. This is 
abusing the plaintiff’s attorney with a vengeance. Admit the 
contention, and the authorship of neatly the whole of the 
pte-i;94 drama falls into chaos; since, whatever deductions 
must be made from the value of tiie evidence of Meres and of 
Heimnges and Condell, it is least far stronger than any that 
can be produced for Kyd’s authorship of The Spanish Tragii^, 
or for Marlowe’s authorship of Tamburlaine, or for Greene’s 
authorship of Orlando Turioso, or for Peek’s authorship either 
of The Arraignment of Paris or of The Pattle of Alea^ar. As a 
matter of fact, it cannot be shown that a single play is ascribed 
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to Shakespeare either in PalkiHs Tamia ot in the First Folio, 
of which he was not in some sense, although perhaps only as 
collaborator or reviser, the author; and this being so, the 
consensus of the two authorilies is obviously very stfong 
evidence indeed. But of course it is not absolutely conclusive; 
and it is theoretically possible to conceive a triumphant deroon- 
sttatiou, on grounds of style alone, not only that Shakespeare 
cannot possibly have designed the structure of the ofigtoal 
play, but that he cannot possibly have written that revised teirt 
of the original play which appears, from such indications as 
are available, to be what we have before us. The only pnmts 
I want to make now are, firstly, that no such demonstration 
has yet been approached; and secondly that, in its absence, the 
presumption must be that Metes and Heminges and Condell 
did not err. Even then, of course, you have the alternative of 
regarding Shakespeare, either as die original author, or simply 
as the reviser of the pky. Ravenscroft’s gossip, for what it is 
worth, is in favour of the latter hypothesis; and this is not 
inconsisKut with the general probabilities as to Shakespeare’s 
first essays at dramaturgy. 

Tbtsaniiwdgeaesilly idoptsAby ttese -who have bet'a'iQ- 
willing to recognize Shakespeare’s sweet Roman hand in Tito 
Atidroma/s has been that of direct approach. That is to say, 
they have selected elements of diction, phrase, and rhythm 
from the play, and have endeavoured to show that parallels to 
these are leas frequendy to be found in what they regard as 
Shakespeare’s undisputed works, than in those of some other 
of his contemporaries. The application of this method has 
obviously led to very inconclusive results, since its exponents 
have in turn ascribed the play to Kyd, Marlowe, Greene, Peele, 
and Lodge, and the latest of them appears to think that con- 
tributions of all or nearly aU of these, as weU as of Shakespeare 
himsdf, either as original writers or as revisers, have to be 
disentangled in the complicated web of the piece. A litetary 
equation comprising five ot six unknown quantities is likely 
to remain a puzzle. Clearly the ill-success of a method may 
mean either that the problem is insoluble, ot that the method 
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itself has been badly worked, and not necessarily that it is 
inherently unsound. And the stronger objection to the method 
of direct approach is the a priori one, that it attempts to pro- 
ceed upon grounds of style without any preliminary inquiry as 
to what elements of style are evidential and what are not. 
Surely there are all sorts of questions that must be asked before 
any'importance can be attached to the fact that some patUculat 
locution used in Titus AuArmats does not reappear m plays 
written by Shakespeare after 1 594 and does reappear, say, hi 
Tht Tiatth of Aleat(ar. You have to determine, on the side of 
Shakespeare, what portions of his early style were permanent 
and what passed away; and again, how far at the beginning he 
had a style of his own at all, and how far he reproduced, con- 
sciously or unconsciously, the style of his predecessors; and 
in the latter case, whether it was their printed works only, or 
his memory also of those that trod the stage, which influenced 
him; and whether the process of revising an old play made any 
difftrence, so tliat he is less himself with a model before him, 
than when he is writing with a ftee hand on a sheet of blank 
paper. And then, as regards the other dramatists, you have to 
as 4 , wiietfter ftey aiVo iiave cfistBicny ampsiusbie styles of 
their own, and if so, what are the elements really characteristic 
of each, and what are the elements, if any, which belong to a 
common stock of vocabulary and metaphor upon which every 
writer of the time drew as a matter of course, and which there- 
fore cannot be used as evidence of authorship at all. And ate 
the known writers of the time snlficient to account for all its 
anonymous plays? Or are there other personalities, as tmde- 
fined as was Kyd’s a few years ago, to be formulated, and kept 
in view when this or that anonymous play has to be assigned? 
And what were the methods of collaboration and revision? 
And what amount of revision was held to justify the reviser in 
claiming a play as a new play and as his play? It is very likely 
that many of these questions can never be answered; but I 
think that an answer to them is necessary, before such a ques- 
tion as that of the anthorsliip of Titus Asiironicus can be seri- 
ously approached in any other foshion than that of guesswork. 
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And assutedly, if the investtgation is to be undertaken at all, 
it must he undertaken, as I have already suggested, disinterest- 
edly; in abstraction from each and all of the particular diffi- 
culties, which its results may nltimately help to clear up, and 
not in the light of this or that preconceived hypothesis about 
any one or more of these. So alone will there be a chance of its 
being conducted according to the principles of right reason, 
and in serarity from the bias which inevitably arises from the 
forensic desire to prove a case. The labour entailed would be 
considerable, and only to be faced by the cooperation of many 
scholars. And the results might be negative, should the in- 
dubitable work of the dramatists concerned prove insuffixaent 
to form the basis of a sound induction; but in that case we 
must be content to leave the anonymous plays anonymous, and 
not to cavil at the authority of Metes and of Hemmges and 
CondeU as to Titus Au<kcmeus. For it is only on the basis of 
convincing arguments as to style, derived from such an induc- 
tion, that scepticism as to that authority can become permis- 
sible. 
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age 'wHch flattecs itself, so &t at least as its fotmal ptofes- 
siojis of faith ate concerned, that it has rounded Cape Turk, 
must needs make it a point of honour to take offence at the 
theme and temper of Tie Taming of tie Sirem, The Odyssey of 
the iair lady of Padua is certainly conceived in a spirit -which 
suggests the author of Tie First Bhst of tie Trumpet again et tie 
Mmstfons Regiment of Women rather than the author of Tie 
Snijectm of Women. And if you have -wept for the hunted 
Diana, you can hardly refuse to shed a tear for the humiliation 
of Katherina, for the impetuous haggard tamed to weat the 
hood and jesses of the secular tyranny of man. Wedded against 
her -will to her ‘mad-brain rudesby’, bemoiled with the mire of 
her bridal journey, tailed at from bed and board, her gown 
rejected for an apple tart and her cap bemocked for a porringer, 
compdled at last to show herself ridiculous in the public road 
and obsequious at home, she, no less than her mhete^th~ 
century sister, stands for all time as a type of the wrongs done 
to her much-enduring sex. You do not need her final serlnon, 
with the symbolical placing of her bead beneath the foot of the 
gemal ruHiaa who has subdued her, to point the obsolete and 
degrading moral; 

Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 

Even such a -woman oweth to bet husband. 

It is perhaps the duty of the critic to explain how all this can 
be true, as no doubt it is true, beyond aU possibility of tavil, 
and how the play can still remain, as it clearly does temtiia, a 
-well of hearty and not unwholesome laughter. It is riot, I 
think, sufficient to say that the paradox affords an example of 
Shakespeare’s immortal humour triumphant in the handling 
of an unsympathetic plot for which Shakespeare is not himself 
responsible. The attempt to Brand as non-Shakespearian 
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everything, which in style or ediics fiiils to come up to a pre- 
conceived and wholly sentimental ideal of the national 
dramatist of England, is one which is responsible for the 
introduction of a good deal of confusion into English literary 
criticism. It is plain enough that Th Taming of the Shfem is of 
the nature of a revision of an earlier play, which was published 
in 1J94, probably about the time at which the revision was 
done, under the title of Tij TuavAjyyaWw; and further that, 
while the revised play only occasionally reproduces the acluid 
wording of the original, it throughout follows it very closely 
in its structure and the ordering of its incidents. It is therefore 
the author of The Tamkg of a Shrew rather than the author of 
The Taming of the Shrew who is primarily responsible for fixing 
those relations between Petruchio and Katherina to which 
exception is talcen. But it is by no means so clear that Shalce- 
speare is thereby cleared even of primary responsibility. It is, 
in feet, one of the most difficult outstanding problems of Shake- 
spearian scholarship to determine on the one hand how much 
Shakespeare wrote of The Taming of the Shrew, and on the other 
how iitde, if any, he wrote of The Taming of a Shrew. It is 
dosdy cognate to that other problem of Heiny the Sixth. The 
test of the earlier play may be neglected, but to Ferando and 
Kate scenes in it read like a first draft of the Petruchio and 
Katherina scenes of its successor, just in the same way in which 
to Jack Cade scenes in The Contention of York and Laneaster 
read like a first draft of the simifer scenes in Henry the Sixth. 
Both The Taming of a Shrew and The Contention of York and Lan- 
caster appear to have originally belonged to a company of 
actors passing under the protection of the Earl of Pembroke; 
and one is almost forced to the alternative, that either Lord 
Pembroke’s men had the advantage of a forgotten writer who 
possessed considerable comic power and to whom Shakespeare 
was content to owe no little debt, or that Shakespeare himself 
began his dramatic cateet by contributing to p%s for these 
men, and that, when he made tse of the Ferando and Kate and 
the Jack Cade scenes at a later date, he was doing no more than 
reclaim his own. I do not pretend to decide between these 
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hypotheses. Not, fot my ptesent purpose, is it necessary to do 
so. For if Shakespeare did not conceive the relations of the 
shrew and her tamer, he at least adopted them, and bent all the 
resources of his invention to give them laughable expression; 
and thereby J fear he must be held to have assumed responsi- 
bility, and laid himself open to any ethical criticism which they 
may entail. 

It is a further question, how &i the ethical critic has really a 
loaij standi. There is mote than one way of meeting him. 
Obviously, one may appeal to the historic sense, and say that 
it is absurd to btmg Shakespeare to the bat of a sentiment 
which has in the main been evolved since his day. This is, no 
doubt, true, so far as it goes. The doctrine of the equality of 
the sexes, as an ethical principle, would not have meant very 
much to an Eliaabethan. And the saying that Shakespeare ‘was 
not of an age, but fot all time ’ is about as true as many another 
mortuary phrase. Like every other vital writer, he is instinct 
with the spMt of his age, and vital largely because he is instinct 
with it; and, without the historic sense, his ethical slandpoint 
is in many respects incomprehensible to those who come after 
him. His attitude towards Shylock in The Mtrehimt 0/ Venict is, 
of course, a crucial instance. But I do not Icnow that the 
appreciation of this takes one very far, critically, in uodei- 
standing Tie Taming of tie Sirem. For, as a matter of fact, Tit 
Mereiant of Veniei and Tie Taming of tie Sirtv, although 
Heminges and Condell classed them both as comedies, belong 
to wholly different dramatic types. The moral ideas of Tit 
Mireiant of Venite ate essential to its structure. It is a drama of 
emotions, a tragicomedy; and it is precisely out of its moral 
ideas, out of the conflict of Love and Hate which it sets forth, 
that its emotions arise. Tit Taming of tit Sirw, on the other 
hand, is not a drama of the emotions at all. It is a comedy, or 
more strictly a farce, in the ttuc sense. It approaches its theme, 
the eternal theme of the duel of sex, neither from the ethical 
standpoint of the Eliaabethan pulpitet nor ftom that of the 
Pioneer Club. It does not approach it from an ethical stand- 
point at all, but merely ftom that of humorous and dispas- 
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sionate obseivatioti, which is at least one of the petmitted 
attitudes of Thalia towards all the fects of human life. The 
humour of strange bedfellows; that is its burden. Petruchio of 
Verona is as peremptory as Katherma Minola is proud- 
minded, Let us see how these two curst characters hit it off in 
the rough-and-tumble of matrimony. The clash of tempera- 
ments and the inevitable domination in the long run of the 
stronger furnish forth a situation and a process, which surely 
bear regarding in their laughable aspect without any evocation 
of ethW theories as to the heaven.jetetmmed position of the 
husband in the domestic hierarchy. Art is entitled to make such 
abstractions from the totality of things. That the point is not a 
sociological one is shown by the fact that it would be in no 
way lost if the positions were inverted, and the dominating 
wiU given to the wife instead of the husband; as indeed was 
done by John Fletcher, whose Tie Tamer Tamed presents 
Petruchio en seemdes mees, the butt of a verier shrew than either 
Katherina or himself. Such an inversion would naturally be 
unthinkable if an ethical judgement, feminist or anti-feminist, ■ 
were involved. Perhaps Shakespeare has left some handle to 
the misunderstanding in giving protm'nence to Katherina’s 
sermon, as if it were the keynote of the whole play and ex- 
pressed the dramatist’s morsil summing-up of the conflict he 
has depicted. Katherina speaks it; but she is Petruchio’s mouth- 
piece, not Shakespeare’s; and she should recite her lesson on 
the boards with a wry face which shall make it dear that it is 
but the last triumph of Petruchio’s femous medicine for a curst 
wife. Petruchio meanwhile must ^plaud and dink his glass, in . 
appredadve glee at his own astonishing masterfulness. 

It must be admitted that the treatment of the central theme 
in The Taming of tie Sirem has a brutality about it. Brutality, 
espedally in sexual matters, is quite in lie tradition of force, 
and one of the notes which serve to differentiate itfeom other 
Bub-vaticties of comedy. For force, properly regarded, is not a 
thing disparate from comedy, but rather a mode of it, comedy 
as it appeals to intellects which are for from being tickle of 
the sere and need a compelling stimulus to dap them into 
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hotse-kughtet.OEcoutse It ia necessary to distiag;uLish.TheEatly 
Victorian writers for the stage have led us to look upon ferce 
as a type of drama whose humour is wholly external, due to 
absurdities of situation arising by logical developme»t from 
some impossibility assumed as a starting-point. We have for- 
gotten to expect from it that outlook upon real life which is 
very properly recognized as suitable to true comedy. Me 
Come^ of Bmrs, in which the complete facial identity of the 
two pairs of brothers affords the initial impossibility, is perhaps 
the only play of Shakespeare’s that really answers to the for- 
mula of fitce so defined. Yet it would be difiicult to class either 
Ibi Taming of tie Sbrem or Tie Merry Wises of Windsor, to say 
nothing of the underplots in many of the tragicomedies, as 
anything but farces. Aid if one goes back a litde farther than 
the Early Victorian order of ideas, one finds that the farce of 
complicated situation has neither the sole not the original tight 
to claim the title. Farce, as it may be traced from the very 
dawn of the history of drama, was primarily not a drama of 
incident and intrigue, but a drama of the outlook upon life, 
just as much as comedy itself. You may call it bourgeois 
comedy, or comedy of the market-place, if you will. It differs 
from typical comedy in two ways; firstly, not by the absence 
of outlook upon life, but by an outlook upon life definitely 
brutal or cynical. Instead of sympathetic or at most ironical; 
and, secondly, in that it proceeds at a greater distance from the 
normal &cts of life, of which it presents an extravagant or 
burlesque perversion, instead of merely a humorous or whim- 
sical arrangement. It is also more universal. Fine comedy has 
emerged but here and there in the literary history of the 
civiliaed people of Europe. It demands a special organization 
of humanity, a quick-witted urban folk, trained in the arena 
of the salon to applaud the give-and-take of dialogue and to 
discern nice shades in the surface of things. Meredith has 
analysed it: 

There are plain reasons why the Comic poet is not a frequent 
apparition; and why the gteat ^mic poet remains without a fellow. 
A society of cultivated men and women is required, wherein ideas 
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flie cutrcnt and the perceptions ctoick, that he may be supplied with 
matter and an audience, The semi-barbarism of merely giddy com- 
munities, and feverish emotional periods, repel him; and also a state 
of marked social inequality of the sexes; nor can he whose business 
is to address the mind be understood where there is not a moderate 
degree of intellectual activity. 

But the broad leer of farce is everywhere, and scholars and 
courtiers have never disdained to be clapped from lime to 
time on the back with the same jests that have tickled the riba 
of boots and citizens. Farce, crude and obscene, was the stock- 
in-trade of the innumerable army of mimes who drove tragedy 
and comedy from stage after stage of the Roman Empire. The 
politer modes of literature were whelmed in the night of the 
dark ages; but farce, one may shrewdly suspect, survived, to 
burst forth in extraordinary exuberance during the fourteenth 
century, together with that fabliau to which, in actual subject- 
matter as well as in spirit, it is so closdy related. In the earlier 
English drama of lie sucteenth century, fetce comes only 
second to didactic allegory in popularity. And so the tradition 
is handed on to the immediate predecessors of Shakespeare 
himself. Throughout its history the themes of farce have not 
varied essentially. Certain topics have proved inexhaustible; 
the tricks of ill-reputed trades, such as that of the miller; the 
warfare of the townsman and the derk ; the greed and hypocrisy 
of priests and friars; the ingenious wiles of miching rogues, a 
Patihelin, an Autolycus, And above all it has made its merri- 
ment of the duel of sex, in that marital form in which the com- 
mon consent of all peoples has agreed to find the duel of sex 
most amusing. The beaten wifeand the henpecked husband, the 
cuckold and the shrew, are among the oldest of its conven- 
tions and in painting the battles and the reconciliation of 
Petruchio and Katherina, Shakespeare was merely, one may 
be sure, reproducing for the thousandth time a situation at 
which many a medieval green or castle hall, no less than many 
a theatre of Antioch or Byzantium, had often laughed its fiU. 
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No play of Shakespeaie, to my thinking, bears upon it such 
obvious marks of immaturity as Tk Tim Gentkmm of Verna, 
It is not his first play, for at least the journey-work on the 
three parts of Hsmy the Sixih and on Tittu Andremiem must 
have preceded it. It is not even his first comedy, if, as is pos- 
sible, Tie Comdy of Errors may be identified with Tie Jealous 
Comedy of Henslowe’s list. But in Heiiiy tie Sixth and Titus 
Axdremeus his task seems to have been Uttle more than that of 
polishing and rewriting, scene by scene, existing texts; while 
even in The Comedy of Errors the classical model of the 
Meuaesimi provided him with a scallblding to work upon, and 
saved him from the necessity of con&onting those problems of 
structure which are the most ticklish of all for the prentice 
hand. Tie Tm Gentlemen of Verona really declares itself as im- 
mature because it is Shakespeare’s first essay at originality, at 
fashioning for himself the outlines of that romantic or tragi- 
comic formula in which so many of his most characteristic 
dramas were afterwards to be cast. Something which is neithet 
quite ttagedy nor quite comedy, something which touches the 
heights and depths of sentiment and reveals the dark places of 
the human heart without lingering long enough there to 
crystalliae the painful impression, a love story broken for a 
moment into passionate chords by absence and inconstancy 
and. intrigue, and then reunited to the music of wedding-bells; 
such is the kind of dramatic scheme which floated before him, 
when he first set pen to paper in making a play of his very own. 
And the difficulties which the concqjtion entails, in bringing 
about a happy ending that may find acceptance without prov- 
ing demonstrably untrue to the &cts of human nature, were 
p^aps greater than he had dreamed. Certainly, neithet in Tbs 
Tmo Gentlemen of Verona, not in some later plays, whose 
handling is in the main surer and more masterly, did he alto- 
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gether overcome them. Consider the Iflst scene in the green- 
wood near Milan. Since the end of the second act, Proteus has 
earned our gathering detestation. He has been successively 
false to Julia, to Valentine, to the duke, to Thurio, The wanron 
attempt to force the unprotected girl who has repelled his dis- 
honourable advances puts a climax on his iniquities. No 
audience can help wanting to see him punished ; he must needs 
be wholly unsympathetic. And suddenly the natural develop- 
ment of ihe situation stops. The uplifted hand of poetic justice 
fails to strilce. Within the space of not more Aan sixty lines, 
Proteus is converted by Valentine’s reproaches; Valentine not 
merely forgives him, but makes the impossible offer to resign 
to him his own claim on Silvia’s affections ; and apparently the 
gift is only averted by the revelation of Julia and the discovery 
by Proteus that after all there is nothing in Silvia’s face that he 
cannot spy more fresh in that of Julia. One recognizes that 
tragicomedy must have its reconciliation; but surdy this is a 
reconciliation, in its almost cynical brevity and lack of psy- 
chology, to leave one gasping. Yet I do not know that it is 
really more amazing than the reconciliation of Much Ado About 
Notiiug, in which the despicable Claudio is first offered a 
cousin in substitution for Hero, and finally recovers the very 
bride whom his disloyal acceptance of an incredible slander has 
well-nigh done to death; or than the reconciliation of Meas/iri 
for Measure, in which the lechery and the hypocrisy of Angelo 
ate rewarded with the hand of the much-wronged Mariana. 
Intent, as it would seem, on putting humanity into the puppets 
of romance, Shakespeare failed to observe that, as one result 
of the process, the conclusions of romance would cease to 
convince. 

The sentimental bankruptcy, then, of The Tm Gmtkmon of 
Verona, although doubtless a more practised hand might have 
palliated it, is not by itself an infallible sign of an early play, 
But there are other signs to be noted. One is to be found in 
the abuse of verbal ingenuides. Shakespeare never quite lost 
his taste for these, but in The Tm Gtufbmm of Virom they are 
at once excessive in number, and of a puerility which may be 
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No play of Shakespeare, to my thinking, bears upon it such 
obvious marits of immaturity as 7ht Tm Giotkmm of Venm. 
It is not his first play, for at least the journey-work on the 
three parts of Jitnrj Ihe Siioi and on Titiis Aadnmus must 
have preceded it. It is not even his first comedy, if, as is pos- 
sible, The Comedy of Errors may be identified with The Jeakiis 
Comedy nf JBfioalnweis list 3nt m Botry ih Sixdh asd TMur 
Aodroiiiciis his task seems to have been little more than that of 
polishing and rewriting, scene by scene, existiog texts; while 
even in The Cosie^ of Errors the classical model of the 
Me/meehmi provided him with a scaffolding to work upon, and 
saved him ftom the necessity of confronting those problems of 
sttuctuie which are the mnst ticklish of all for the prentice 
hand. The Tiro Ceoflemeo of Yeromi really declares itself as im- 
mature because it is Shakespeare’s first essay at originality, at 
feshioning for Hmself the outlines of that romantic or tragi- 
comic formula in which so many of his most characteristic 
dramas were afterwards to cast. Something which is neither 
quite tragedy not quite coiqedy, something which touches the 
heights and depths of sentunent and reveals the dark places of 
file human heart without fingering long enough there to 
crystallize the painful impassion, a love story broken for a 
moment into passionate chorffg fiy absence and inconstancy 
and intrigue, and then reunited to foe music of wedding-bells ; 
such is the kind of dtamatio scheme which floated before him, 
when he first set pen to papor in making a play of his very own. 
And the difficulties which tfie conception entails, in bringing 
about a happy ending that may find acceptance without prov- 
ing demonstrably untrue t^ the facts of human nature, were 
perhaps greater than he had dreamed. Certainly, neither in The 
Tm (^ahmm of Veroiia, not in some later plays, whose 
handling is in the main surer aud more masterly, did he alto- 
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getlicf overcome them. CoosidEr the last scene in the green- 
wood neat Milan. Since the end of the second act, ProtarS has 
earned our gathering detestation. He has been successively 
false to JuL'a, to Valentine, to the duke, to Thurio, The wanton 
attempt to force the unprotected girl who has repelled his dis- 
honourable advances puts a climax on his iniquities. No 
audience can help wanting to see him punished; he must needs 
be wholly unsympathetic. And suddenly the natural develop- 
ment of the situation stops. The uplifted hand of poetic justice 
fails to strike. Within the space of not more than sixty lines, 
Proteus is conveited by Valentine’s reproaches; Valentine not 
mereiy forgives him, but makes the impossible oiler to resign 
to him his own claim on Silvia's affections ; and apparently the 
gift is only averted by the revelation of Julia and the discovery 
by Proteus that after all there is nothing in Silvia’s face that he 
cannot spy mote fresh in that of Julia. One recognises that 
tragicomedy must have its reconciliation; but surely this is a 
reconciliation, in its almost cynical brevity and luck of psy- 
chology, to leave one gasping. Yet I do not know that it is 
really more amazing than thereconcilialion of A/w//.rWi; , Ihiuit 
Nuthing, in which the despicable Claudio k first ortewt! a 
cousin in substitution for Hero, and finally recovers the Very 
bride whom his disloyal acceptance of an incredible slander has 
well-nigh done to death; or than the reconciliation of Mciwin 
fir Measari, in which the lechery and the hypocrisy of Angelo 
are rewarded with the hand of the much-wronged Mariana. 
Intent, as it would seem, on putting humanity into the puppets 
of romance, Shakespeare failed to observe that, as one result 
of the process, the conclusions of romance would cease to 
convince. 

The sentimental bankruptcy, then, of Tie Tm Genthi/m of 
VeroHs, although doubtless a more practised hand might have 
palliated it, is not by itself an infallible sign of an early play. 
But there ate other signs to be noted. One is to be found in 
the abuse of verbal ingenuities. Shakespeare never quite lost 
his taste for these, but in Tio Tttv Genilesten of l^erona they are 
at once excessive in number, and of a puerility which may be 
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exampled by the astounding puns upon ‘ships’ and ‘sheep’, 
‘laced muttons’ and ‘lost muttons’, the ‘tide’ and the ‘tied’, 
and othet gems of speech which bedeck the conversation of 
the pages, to whom, after the feshion of Lyly’s recently pub- 
lished comedies, the play looks for its comic relief. There is 
another in the lack of adroitness which allows the characters, 
as in Tk Cmedj of Errors^ and even, a little later, in A Mid- 
summer Ni^it's Dream, to fall into pairs. A Proteus and a 
Valentine, a Julia and a Silvia, a Launce and a Speed, do not 
provide a grouping of sufficiently varied interest. And there is 
a third in the constant appearance of motives which recur in 
later plays, with the suggestion that Shakespeare regarded the 
introduction of them into Tie Tmo Genfhmen of Verosia as 
having been of the nature of a tentative eipetiment, that did 
not disqualify him from making further use of their tested 
capabilities when designing mote mature and considered work, 

I do not of course lay stress on the fact that Julia, like Portia, 
and Rosalind, and Viola, and Imogen, sets forth upon her 
avulacious adventute in 

Such weeds 

As may beseem some well-reputed page, 

for that indeed is common to the whole world of Elizabethan 
drama; and when it is realized that the women’s parts were 
played by boys, the frequency of the device explains itself. 
But one may remark the sinularity between the discourse of 
Julia with Lucetta ovet her lovers and that of Portia with 
Nerissa in Tie Merebani of Vessise. Launce reappears, hardly 
bettered, as the Launcelot of the same play. Romeo uses the 
ladder of topes, just as Valentine designed to do, and harps 
upon the ill word ‘banished’, just as Valentine did; while Ac 
forest near Milan, where they swore 'by the bare scalp of 
Robin Hood’s fat friar’, cannot but recall that forest of Arden 
where another band of outlaws would ‘fleet the time carelessly 
as tliey did in the golden world’ in As You Like it. Apart alike 
&om what is merely anticipatory and what is merely colourless 
in the play stands the figure of Sir Eglamour, the knight vowed 
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to chastity, and the chivalrous aider of distressed women. He is 
slighdy sketched enough, but is romantic in a sense in which 
Shakespeare does not normally read romance. I do not recog- 
nize a character of quite the same type in any later play. 

After all. The Tve Gentlemen of Verona is interesting, not so 
much for its stricdy dramatic content as for what it implies, 
for the evidence it affords of what Shakespeare was preoccu- 
pied with when he wrote it. One is commonly told that Shake- 
speare is the most objecdve of writers, and that is of course 
true in the sense that, beyond most other men, ‘he had the 
gift of dispassionate observation and the power of projecting 
himself into ail kinds of personalities most ahen to his own. 
But I will never admit it to be true if by it is meant that he is 
not also subjective, that no reflex of his own personality is to 
be found among the creatures of his fashioning, and no shadow 
there of the experiences and ambitions which swayed and 
moulded the life of their creator. After all, even the most 
objective of writers cannot build cast-iron doors across the 
chambers and galleries of his brain. A poet will write of what 
interests him, whether within or without; not is there any 
reason to suppose that Shakespeare was less interested in 
himself than in other people. Personally I find it impossible to 
read The Tm Gentlemen of Verona except in the light of the 
Sonnets, some of which at least must be almost exactly con- 
temporary with the play, and which portray clearly enough the 
temper of mind in which Shakespeare came to its composition. 
I do not claim to have any special key to the mysteries of the 
Sonnets. I do not know to whom or of whom they were written, 
or how far they ate an aaual record and how fat an imaginative 
transcript of the &cts that underlie them. I only know that 
there is heart’s blood in them, and that to treat their passion 
as a mere literary exercise is to betray a more than average 
insensibility to the nature of poetic utterance. That, when no 
longer quite a young man, Shakespeare fell seriously into 
love; that love brought him little satisfaction and much dis- 
turbance in other relations of life, especially in that of ftiend- 
ship ; that he came away with an experience behind him and the 
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bitter taste of disillusion in his mouth ; I do not see that you can 
infer much less than this, and I do not see that you would know 
much mote, if you couy add the lady’s name and the worldly 
rank of the man for whom it pleased her to throw over a poet. 
One can hardly he surprised, however, that the first play 
written by Shakespeare after so disconcerting an adventure 
should bear some traces of his discomfiture. In The Tm Gentle- 
mm of VeroM it is clear that he has been given furiously to 
think about love. Love, indeed, viewed professedly in tlie 
“abstract, but pursued with a commentary not wholly ftee from 
personal bias, is the central theme of the play, the staple of 
conversation not only for the principal personages, who are 
lovers, but also for their apes and echoes, and occasionally 
shrewd critics, the page-boys. And if the maxims and reflec- 
tions which the contemplation of love inspires at every turn 
and comet of the dialogue ate not wholly free from a sus- 
picion of commonplace, perhaps diat is precisely because they 
are of the class which is suggested afresh to men in every 
generation by the common yet eternally new experience. 
Ordinarily, indeed, the references to love in Tie Two ^nlhmin 
of Venna reproduce pretty faithfully the familiar range of ideas 
and even the ttaditional phrases of Elizabethan sonneting. 
There is the same insistence upon the inevitable and arbitrary 
character of the passion, the same tendency to make 
A couplemeut of proud compare 
With sun aud moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems. 

With April’s fiist-bom flowers and all things rare, 

That heaven’s ah' in this huge rondure liems; 
the same extravagance of hyperbole, as when Valentine fears 
for his mistress 

Lest the base earth 

Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss, 

And, of so great a favour growing proud. 

Disdain to root the summer-sweliing flower. 

And make tough winter evctlastingly. 

As a rule you will not take it ail too seriously. But feom time 
to time the mask of lightness is withdrawn and a haggard fece 

4B 



TUB TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA 

looks out. A profoundly convinced, even bitter, personal note 
sounds through. To this Shakespeare, Love has in reality 
proved a mighty lord; he has actually known what hell it is 

To be in love, where scorn is bought with groans; 

Coy boks with heart-sore sighs; one fadbg moment's mirth 

With twenty watchful, weaty, tedious nights. 

If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain; 

If lost, why then a grievous labour won; 

However, but a folly bought with wit, 

Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 

Above all, one may fairly recognize in Proteus, Proteus the 
passionate and the perjured, not perhaps a ‘portrait’ of the 
&lse friend and supplanting lover, whoever be may be, of the 
Smuts, but at least an image which would not have been 
drawn, or at any rate not in such deeply bitten lines, had not 
the friend of the SoHnets given Shakespeare cause to drink his 
potions of siren tears. 

And now it may be noted that the presence of this personal 
element in the play gives a peculiar emphasis to that romantic 
unreality in the ending which has alrrady been considered. 
It is because Shakespeare knew bis Proteus, and knowing him, 
painted him as he was, without taking the trouble to keep him 
within the lines of the romantic convention, that the purely 
conventional and unconvincing repentance and forgiveness 
which await him m the Milanese forest appear to us things to 
be so much resented. Had he been a mere puppet, we should 
not have grudged him a puppet’s reward. But the man is more 
than the poet; and it wete ungrateful to complain that Shake- 
speare has introduced a bit of Shakespeare’s humanity into Tbt 
fm Gtnthmm of Virona, even at the cost of destroying the 
flawless perfection of a work of art. 



LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST 


Little in Shakespeare Is mote tedious than certain parts of 
Lme’s Ltimr’s host. Among the verbal antics of ‘the pedant, 
the braggart, the hedge-priest, the fool and the boy’, which 
form the background of the play, if you occasionally stumble 
upon a recognizable jest, you mote often wander, a discon- 
certed alien, through impenetrable memorials of vanished 
humour. Even in the light-hearted scenes in which the 
skirmishing girls of France uphold the battle of sex against 
their flouted Navarrese lovers, although the spirit of m^ is 
undeniably there, the actual savour of mirth has not seldom, 
for a modem reader, evaporated ftom the dialogue. One is 
sometimes tempted to hold that a difference in &e sense of 
humour is the last barrier between age and age, which even 
the most highly ttaioed historic consciousness never quite 
succeeds in ovedeaping. But the judgement will bear a yet 
further reflnement Humour has its roots after all in elements 
of the strange composition of man which are constant enough ; 
his vanity, his mutability, his serious preoccupation with 
trifles, ftw shells and feathers to laces and scarves, bis in- 
eradicable tendency to pass himself off on himself and on 
others as that which he is not These things remain, and, age 
by age, the remorseless comic spirit makes its game of them. 
But by their very nature, their manifestations, or at least their 
urban manifestations, with which comedy has most to do, ate 
transitory. Follies of speech, follies of dress, fantasies of youth, 
fantasies of lovers in love with love ; they come and go, lighter 
than a puffball, and as they pass into oblivion, the wit and 
irony of the pursuing humorist pass too. ‘A jest’s prosperity 
lies in'the ear of him that hears it’ You must laboriously 
exhume, with the aid of die scholiast, what split die sides of 
Aristophanes and his audiences; and even the London of 
Blisiabeth, or, for the matter of that, the London of Victoria, 



love’s labour’s lost 

■was alive to absurdities ■which, for the twentieth cetttut7, 
belong to the region of archaeology. When one is dealing wifo 
humour in its dramatic expressions, there is yet another factor 
to be borne in mind. Fashion is largely an affair of externalities, 
and in mocking these the dramatist can always count upon the 
cooperation of the mime. But the gestures and the intonations 
of the mime die upon the stage where they were born, and the 
mote feithful a comedy is in its ironical representation of con- 
temporary fine manners and other modes of affectation, the 
loss of it survives upon the printed page. Yet when all aUow- 
ances have been made, alike for the efBux of time and for the 
withdrawal of the personality of the mime, the honest 
chronicler is still obliged to admit the existence of a simple and 
primitive quality in the humour ■which reigned at the court of 
Gloriana, a willingness to be tickled by certain verbal quips 
and jingles and by certain personal retorts mote direct than 
epigrammatic, at which a later and perhaps mote sophisticated 
taste deciines to be ariided. A sodal organization may fairly 
be set down as rudimentary in which it moves laughter that a 
gentleman should inquire ‘What time a’ day?’ and a lady 
should find no better reply than, ‘The hour that fools should 
ask.’ Such repartee passes current still, but not above the 
fourth form. ‘Good wits 'will be jangling,’ says the Princess; 
and one can only recall the words in which Ophelia describes 
Hamlet’s disordered reason: 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh. 

Taken as a whole the plays of Shakespeare perhaps suffer 
less from the remoteness of the social manners they imply than 
those of many other men; certainly less than those comedies, 
such as Epimm, in which Ben Jonson deliberately strove to 
fix and transfix the flying humours of the town. Shakespeare, 
indeed, is not primaiUy a satirist, and when he does turn to 
satire, he is apt to find his material not so much in urban 
manners and the vagaries of the, court, with their unstable 
equiUbrium, as among those mote conservative elements of 
society whose habits of life and habits of thought time does 
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not SO readily devour. That is why he has, in the words of a 
great modern humourist, a laugh ‘broad as ten thousand beeves 
at pasture’; for a Mistress Quickly, a Dogberry, a Justice 
Shallow, live still, long after an Armado or a Parolles has be- 
come alms for oblivion. The large proportion of dead matter 
in hone's Lahonr’s Lor# has led some to suppose it the first and 
not wholly successful essay of Shakespeare’s prentice hand. It 
Is an early play, of course, and no doubt Shakespeare’s per- 
sonal sense of humour ripened and mellowed after he had 
written it. But I should be disposed to ascribe what might be 
called, in the special sense suggested here, the ‘urbanity’ of its 
temper to the direct influence of the distinctly urban and 
courdy comedies of Lyly, several of which were printed when 
the performances by the singing school of St Paul’s came to an 
end in the early nineties. Ultimately the group of grotesques 
who make a background to Lsvs’s Labour's Lost, and especially 
the Pedant and the Braggart or Mibs Gloriosus, owe their 
dedvation to the standing types of Italian comedy, which 
itself teaches back to the conventions of the Latin stage. But 
the immediate resemblance of Armado and Moth to the Sir 
Thopas au 4 Epiton of Lyly’s Bisilimm has often been ob- 
served; and Lyly’s rendering of the aits and graces of the court 
doubtless served Shakespeare as a literary model for much of 
the intolerable smart talk dear alike to his pages and to their 
masters and mistresses. 

Shakespeare’s debt, such as it is, to Lyly does not, however, 
prevent him from aiming the shafts of his wit, in Loi/e's Labour's 
Lost, at certain literary tendencies of which Lyly stood then, 
and stands now, as the obvious representative. I do not, of 
course, mean that either Armado or Holofcmes is to be sup- 
posed, in die strictest sense, to parley euphuism. Much learned 
ink has been spilt in analysing the technical features of the 
prose of Bttpbues and in demonstrating that Shakespeare does 
not direedy reproduce them in the play. It is, no doubt, so. 
The vogue of a mannerism of style is no less fleering than that 
of the cut of a doublet, and it is the Artadk of 1 5 90 rather than 
the Etifiuis of 1579 that Armado burlesques, when be rakes 
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together his douhle-baireiled epithets, or periphrases of ‘the 
posteriors of the dap, which the rude multitude call the after- 
noon’. For Holofemes, on the odiet hand, one need hardly 
trouble to seek an exemplar, since there is no age of literary 
history in which the pedants have not ‘been at a great feast 
of languages and stolen the scraps Yet it remams true that the 
inflation of Armado and the pedantry of Holofemes otily 
represent the extravagances of that effort after the deliberate 
cultivation of language in which Lyly was certainly, for the 
Elizabethans, an honourable pioneer. Apart from its extrava- 
gances, this efibrt, with its wholesome determination to use 
words, not as dead counters, but as living organisms, comes 
near to the secrets of style. Like all forms of literature in which 
style is made a conscious object of pursuit, it has its subtler 
dangers In the possibilities of an elaboration of phrase out of 
all proportion to the exposition of matter which the phrase is 
intended to adorn. That the sonneteers, to whom in the main 
Lyly's task of cultivating style passed, were not always careful 
that the thing said should be equal to the way of saying it, must 
be admitted; and this finer weakness of what in the broader 
sense is to be called euphuism, as well as its mote obvious 
liabilities to parody, is touched upon in Lorn’s Labour's Lost, 
when Berowne dedates his disillusion with 

Taifda phrases, silken terms precise. 

Three-piled hyperboles, spruce affectation, 

Figures pedandcal; 

and announces his intention to woo thereafter 

In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes. 

That Shakespeare himself, especially in his sonneteering days, 
was not wholly in a position to throw stones at the abusers of 
taffeta phrases without danger to his own habitation, does not 
disallow his critidsm; for it has always been held an amiable 
quality of your true humorist to show some observance of 
courtesy to the follies at which he tilts. 

But with Berowne we pass from the background of the play 
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to its main action, and here, with an exception, as I have noted, 
for some of the small change of sexual debate, the comedy 
rings sound enough and is hy no means tedious. The king and 
his book-men, withdrawn from the world into a philosophic 
austerity that is destined to lower its colours at the first sum- 
mons from a troop of petticoats without, furnish ideal stuff for 
the comic spirit, which is always merciless to such schemes of 
life as fail to take into account the working of the primitive 
instincts. One may observe the resemblance between the 
motive and that of the vanquished rebels against love in Much 
Ado About Nothing, a resemblance which has led to the not un- 
reasonable conjecture that an eady version of the later play 
may have been the vanished Lme's Loboiir's IFoa. The distinc- 
tion between ‘Lost’ and ‘Won’, indeed, very exactly indicates 
the divergence, in the issue, between the two love-stories. 
Amongst the recluses of Navarre, Betowne, the mocker, wears 
his rue with a difference. He belongs to the Mercutio type of 
character, in which some have found a special reflection of at 
least one aspect of Shakespeare’s own personality. Just as 
Mercutio goes to his death with a humorous sense of the 
absurdity of the cause for which he would not dream of 
hesitating to fight, so, though naturally he has less at stake, 
Berowne enters into the affectation of his fellows with the 
very dearest consciousness of the unreality of his inhuman 
undertaking. The King’s first act, after the bond is signed, is to 
waive the strict letter of it, ‘on mere necessity’, in order to 
permit of the reception of Ae embassy from France; and 
Berowne comments: 

Necessity will make us ail forsworn 
Three thousand times within this three years’ space; 

For every man with his affects is born, 

Not by might mastered, but by special grace. 

Well, the bond does not last long, when the Princess and 
Rosdine and Katherine and Maria come upon the scene. The 
students quickly change to sonneteers, and it is diverting 
enough when each in turn discovers the apostasy of the others, 
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and confesses his own. And after all, in spite of his common 
sense, Berowne no more escapes the snares of the comic spWt 
than the rest of them. He may not have thought himself seciite 
from the ordinary frailties of human nature, but somehow he 
certainly had, like Benedick, thought himsdf secure &om the 
one big misadventure of felling in love. And yet, in ten 
minutes, he is the hopeless captive of Rosaline’s bow and 
spear: 

And I, forsooth, in lovel I, that have been love’s whip, 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh, 

A critie, nay, a night-watch constable, 

A domineering pedant o’er the boy. 

Than whom no motlal so magnificent I 

This wimpled, whining, pulblind, wayward boy. 

This senior-junior, giant^iwarf, Dan Cupid, 

Regenr of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms. 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents. 

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces, 

Sole imperatot and great general 
Of trotting ’paritors - 0, my little heart I - 
And I to be a corporal of his field. 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop I 

But the comic spirit has not finished his sport with the lotds 
of Navaiie when he has set them to writing sonnets. Love, 
once gravely rejected, is now as gravely pronounced suprettie: 

For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hespetides, 

Subtle as Sphinx, as sweet and musical 
As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair? 

And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Make heaven drowsy with the ^atmony. 


The lyric touch recalls Marlowe and his choice glorificatioii of 
Hero: 


Hero the fair, 

■Whom young Apollo couitcd for her hair. 
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And yet after all it is but one affeoarion exchanged for anothei j 
the affectation of sentiment set at nought for the affectation of 
exaggerated sentiment. The fantastics have learnt to woo, but 
they have not yet learnt to win. Their heads ate still in the ait 
and their feet tread no solid earth. They blunder on, with 
high-flown thymes and sought-out compliments, which, as 
Betowne, still a shade more acute ffran his fellows, comes to 
realize, arc but 'as bombast and as linmg to the time’, and 
deliver them over an easy booty to ‘the tongues of mocking 
wenches’. At the very first encounter, they are ‘all dry-beaten 
witli pure scoff’. And suddenly, with the announcement of the 
death of the Princess’s father, the metriment of the comedy 
turns to seriousness, just as does that of Much AJo About 
Nothing in the immortd scene in which the passionate Beatrice 
bids Benedick to ‘Kill Qaudlol’ The crestfallen lovers learn 
that the condition of success in love is to come into touch with 
life; and for Berowne the mocker is set the special task to 
spend a twelvemonth in a hospital, and there: 

With ail the fierce endeavour of his wit 

To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

One must not resent the intrusion of this deeper note; for 
Thalia is at heart the most serious of the Muses, and if she play 
the game imposed upon her to the end, she is surely entitled, 
for epilogue, to doff the grimacing mask, and honestly to speak 
out her own moral. 



ROMEO AND JULIET 


The legend of iffifliottal lovers was almost closed when 
Shakespeare wrote his Rowjd and Juliet. From the fable and the 
history of antiquity had come Paris and Helen, Troilus and 
Cressida, Hero and Leander, Antony and Qeopatra; from the 
fable and the history of the Middle Ages, Tristram and Iseult, 
Lancelot and Guinevere, Paolo and Francesca, Abelard and 
H61osIe, ‘that learned nun’, and, to our modern imagination 
at least, Sigurd and Brynhild and Aucassin and Nicolette, In 
the dawn of the Renaissance, Petrarch had set his Laura there 
and Dante his Beatrice. Into that goodly company Romeo and 
Juliet pass as by right divine; and today, with the possible 
exception of Faust and Marguerite, they are still the latest 
comers. Richard and Lucy Feverei, Pelleas and Melisande, are 
only privileged to linger near the gates; for the process 
of literary even more than of ecclesiastical canonization is 
strict in its requirement of the hundred years’ probationary 
interval. 

Immortal lovers belong to the passionate romantic tradition, 
and assuredly the romantic note is clear enough in Shake- 
speare’s play. The characteristic tragedy of his ardent youth - 
for even if he is responsible for TIIhs Aairmms, you will not 
call that characteristic - it accepts a secular theme, and stands 
apart ftom the great group of tragedies which he wrote ten 
years later, with their obstinate personal questionings and 
probings into the mystery of life. It is a tragedy of lyric emo- 
tion, not a tragedy of philosophic insight. The convention of 
star-crossed lovers is femiiiat to all romance; and what Ram 
and Juliet claims to do is only to give this convention yet an- 
other new setting. In a dilfetent sense, of course, it is personal 
enough. Like all the plays of this period, it reflects something 
of that disturbance in Shakespeare’s own emotional life, of 
which the more direct, although &t from cleat, record is in the 
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Sonnets. Shakespeare has been, at the age of thirty or there- 
abouts, in love, and it has proved a rather serious matter. He 
has come through the fire and is more or less whole again, no 
doubt; but he still remains much preoccupied with his ptizaiing 
and not altogether sadsfactoty adventure. Both A Midsummer 
Night’ sDrem and ’Rnmeo and Juliet us attempts on the part of a 
reflective and youngish man to state life in terms of the force 
by which he has been nearly tripped up and is still obsessed. 
That the statement is a somewhat conventional one may per- 
haps be explained by the feet that many other youngish poets 
have shared the experiences by which it is prompted Of 
course, the two plays differ entirely in their way of putting 
things. In A Midsiimimr Night's Dream the problem is seen 
from the comic point of view. Li& as the sport of love is a 
bewildering fentasy, a game of hide and seek. But A Mid- 
summer Night's Dream is an afterthought, written while the 
poignancy of the experience feded, and the sense of humour 
asserted itself. Certain elements of it seem like a deliberate 
travesty of Rameo and JiiJist. The comic point of view is not 
wholly absent from the tragic and probably earlier play. It is 
embodied in the irony and the audacious license of Mercutio’s 
talk. Love to Mercutio, as to the author of A Midsummer 
Nig/it’s Dream, is one of 

The children of an idle brain. 

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy. 

Which is as thin of substance as the ait. 

But it must be observed that the love at which Mercutio tilts is 
less the romantic passion which is the subject of the play, than 
the mete shadow and foil of that passion, the boyish fency 
which occupies the unawakened heart before the true love 
comes. Rosaline must endure Mercutio’s jesting, but Juliet is 
beyond its reach, and as the plot thickens, the jesting itself 
passes into tragedy, and Mercutio’s voice is heard no more. 
Essentially the temper of Rameo and Juliet is a high and serious 
otK. Love comes into life like a sword, touching here a man 
and tiiere a woman, and scotching them with a terrible flame. 
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The boy and girl lovers are doomed souls from the beginning. 
They are raised into the highest heaven, merely that an envious 
fete may pluck them down again. Love is a mighty power, but 
destiny is mightier still, and cruel. And the conflict of these 
Titanic forces, crushing the young lives between them, is the 
issue of the tragedy. 

The pity and the terror of it ate heightened by the rapigity 
of the action and by the presaging gloom which, in true 
Shakespearian feshion, hangs about its earlier moments. The 
oncoming of love is a sudden splendour, without help and 
without preparation. Ecee tkm fortiir mi, qui miens domiiiahitnr 
mihi. Romeo has been an amorist, posing before the mirror of his 
own self-consciousness, with tears and sighs and early morning 
walks and an aSectation of solitude and the humorous night. 
He was for the numbers that Petrarch flowed in, has rhymed 
Tove’ and ‘dove’, and nicknamed Cupid with paradox and 
artful phrase. All this has meant nothing; it has been but 
fantasy, born of leisure and the romantic imagination. 'Vfith 
the first sight of Juliet all this vanishes. The pale hard-hearted 
wench Rosaline becomes as though she were not. Romeo le- 
iweiaf s poei fliJJ, sthh e iais for ihe tonxistic mfeaxyery o{ 
his emotions which contrasts with the direct simplicity of 
Juliet’s self-abandonment. But the quality of his poetry bas 
changed; it has put off empty conceits, and at once rings out 
sincere in the magmficent and characteristically Hliaabethan 
hyperbole of: 

O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright, 

and in that exquisite image, remembered from a Stratford 
morning: 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows. 

To borrow a pregnant distmetion of Coleridge’s, Romeo has 
passed from the sphere of fancy to the sphere of imagin- 
ation. 

But the shadow of the end is already upon it all. Even as he 
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Sonnets. Shakespeste has been, at the age of thirty ot there- 
abouts, in love, and it has proved a rather serious matter. He 
has come through the fire and is more ot less whole again, no 
doubt; but he still remains much preoccupied with his puzzling 
and not altogether satisfactory adventure. Both A Midsummer 
Nigbl’s Dream and Komeo and JuSef are attempts on the part of a 
reflective and youngish man to state life in terms of the force 
by which he has been nearly tripped up and is still obsessed. 
That the statement is a somewhat conventional one may per- 
haps be explained by the feet that many other youngish poets 
have shared the experiences by which it is promptei Of 
course, the two plays differ entirely in their way of putting 
things. In A Midsummer Nidi's Dream the problem is seen 
from the comic point of view. Life as the sport of love is a 
bewildering fantasy, a game of hide and seek. But A Mid- 
sumtaer Ntgi/’r Dream is an afterthought, written while the 
poignancy of the experience faded, and the sense of humour 
asserted itself. Certain elements of it seem like a deliberate 
travesty of Bameo and Juliet. The comic point of view is not 
wholly absent from the tragic and probably earlier play. It is 
embodied in the irony and ftte audacious license of Merentio’s 
talk. Love to Mercutlo, as to the author of A Midsummer 
Nias's Dream, is one of 

The children of an idle brain. 

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy, 

\nuch is as thin of substance as the ait. 

But it must be observed that the love at which Mercutio tilts is 
less the romandc passion which is the subject of the play, than 
the mere shadow and foil of that passion, the boyish fancy 
which occupies the unawakened heart before the true love 
comes. Rosaline must endure Metcutio’s jesting, but Juliet is 
beyond its teach, and as the plot thickens, the jesting itself 
passes into tragedy, and Metcutio’s voice is heard no mote. 
Essentially the temper of Rameo and Juliet is a high and serious 
one. Love comes into life like a sword, touching here a man 
and there a woman, and scotching them with a terrible flame. 
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The boy and gill loveis are doomed souls from the beginning. 
They ate raised into the highest heaven, merely that an envious 
fate may pluck them down again. Love is a mighty power, but 
destiny is mightier still, and cruel. And the conflict of these 
Titanic forces, crushing the young lives between them, is the 
issue of the tragedy. 

The pity and the terror of it are heightened by the rapidity 
of the action and by the presaging gloom which, in true 
Shakespearian &shion, hangs about its earlier moments. The 
oncoming of love is a sudden splendour, without help and 
without preparation. Ecei dm fortior mi, qm maims dommhitur 
mibi. Romeo has been an amorist, posing brfore the mirror of his 
own self-consciousness, with tears and sighs and early morning 
walks and an aflectation of solitude and the humorous night. 
He was for the numbers that Petrarch flowed in, has rhymed 
‘love’ and ‘dove’, and nicknamed Cupid with paradox and 
artful phrase. All this has meant nothing; it has been but 
ftntasy, born of leisure and the romantic imagination. With 
the first sight of JuUet all this vanishes. The pale hard-hearted 
wench Rosaline becomes as though she were not. Romeo re- 
mains a poet still, with a turn for the romantic embroidery of 
his emotions which contrasts with the direct simplicity of 
Juliet’s self-abandonment. But the quality of his poetry has 
changed; it has put off empty conceits, and at once tings out 
sincere in the magnificent and characteristically Elizabethan 
hyperbole of; 

0, she doth teach the torches to bum bright, 

and in that exquisite image, remembered from a Stratford 
morning: 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows. 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows. 

To borrow a pregnant distinction of Coleridge’s, Romeo has 
passed from the sphere of fancy to the sphere of imagin- 
ation. 

But the shadow of the end is already upon it all. Even as he 
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puts on Ms mask to enter Capnlet’s house, Romeo is struck 
with a grim foreboding; 

My mind misgives 

Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars, 

Shali bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night’s revels, and expire the tetm 
Of a despised life closed in my breast 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death. 

Even during the first rapture of answering love, the sinister 
anticipation finds its echo in Juliet’s breast; 

I have no joy of this contract tonight; 

It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden. 

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to he. 

Ere one can say Tt lightens.’ 

How swiftly it ail passes I There is one brief and memorable 
diabgue in the pauses of the dance, darkened almost immedi- 
ately by the thought of the feud betweea the houses; one cool 
flight of pomegranates and the moon and the soft Italian air. 
And then the Mow falls with die death of Tybalt, and Juliet 
md her Romeo become the sbutdecocks of fete, which, as 
ever, finds battledores ready to hand in meaningless accident 
and human stupidity. The insolence of a hotheaded boy, the 
ambition of worldly patents, die blundering of a messenger, 
the tremors of an ancient friar ; such are the instruments which 
bring about the catastrophe, But they ate only the instruments. 
For Shakespeare, at this moment of Ms thought, tMngs could 
not have ended otherwise. As he sees love, in the distorted 
glass of Ms own unlucky experience, it is of its essence that it 
should issue tragically. As usual, he is Ms own best commen- 
tator, and a passage in A Midsummer Nigif’s Dream sums up 
die whole temper of Rewee and Juliet. It stands as an edict in 
destiny, Lysandet tells you, that 

The course of true love never did run smooth. 

Love is magnificent, the very transformation of the soul; but 
sometMng perverse and devastating always dings to it; 
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Making it momentacy aa a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream. 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 

That, in a spleen, nnfolds both heaven and earth. 

And ere a man hath power to say ‘Behold I’ 

The jaws of darkness do devour it up. 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

That is the tragedy of youth, with its insatiable thirst for hap- 
piness and its easy and oveiwhdming discouragenient: 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

The intensity of such a tragedy as Rs/m «»(/ Julai is the 
result of concentration, and every element in the play, which 
does not direedy bring the two lovers and their fate before 
the audience, none the less derives its meaning from its relation 
to the central theme. I have already pointed out how Romeo’s 
earlier fancy for Rosaline serves as a foil for the real passion 
which was lying in wait for him, and how Mercuric voices the 
comic aspect of love in contrast to that tragic aspect which is 
hete the dominant inspiration of the poet. Most of the other 
subordinate charactew arc designed to add to the significance 
of the background. They stand for readings of love different 
from that of the idealist. To Paris, as to Romeo himself in his 
unregenetate days, it is a sentimental exercise j to Juliet’s 
parents, part of die customary business of a well-ordered and 
honourable fondly life; to the nurse, a gross affair of the 
physical senses. 1116 dramadc function oJ the friar is perhaps 
a litdc more difficult to formulate. He has somedmes been 
taken as less an actor in the tragedy than its spectator and critic; 
a kind of chorus, whose business it is to fit it with a moral; 
and diis is found in the speech in which he advises Romeo to 
‘love modetately’, because 

These violent delights have violent ends. 

Of such a theory it ran only be said that, if it correctly ex- 
pounds the moral of the play, this is a singularly fodle one, 
since it must be obvious that both the love and the love’s 
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disasten are preseated as things entirely beyond the powet of 
their puppets to cause or cure by any deliberate act or absten- 
tion of (heir own. There is, of course, no reason whatever why 
there should be a moral at alL ’Rtnm and Juliet is a tragedy, not 
a comedy; and the burden of a tragedy is always an emotion, 
not an idea. So far as it has ethics, they are implied, and do not 
call for deliberate statement. Moreover, the friar is by no 
means suiBciendy detached from the action to be capable of 
being regarded as a mere chorus. It is, after all, the failure of 
his scheme which leads direedy to the final woes. I take it that 
he is not so made a main agent without intention, and that 
the object is to increase the spectator’s sense of an irresistible 
destiny watting against the lovers. The wisdom of age is no 
mote able than the ardour of youth to withstand the courses of 
dae stats. 

Intense tragedy often ends upon a softened note. This is a 
matter of dramatic psychology. The overwrought nerves 
demand the cadence. One recalls the benison of the goddess 
at the end of the Bippofyltu, and the exquisite dose of the 
Samson Agoaistss: 

Nothing is here for teats, nothing to wail 
Or knock the breast; no weakness, no contempt. 
Dispraise or blame; nothing but well and fair. 

And what may quiet us in a death so noble. 

Similarly Romeo and Juliet finishes upon ‘a glooming peace’. 
All is not matter for sorrow. There is an obvious gain to set 
against the loss in the reconctliation of the houses over the 
grave of the ‘poor sacrifices of their enmity’. And also, surely, 
diere is the consdousness that the splendour of love in life is 
not wholly oblitetated, even when life and love ate blotted out 
together. We have seen Romeo turned from a boy into a man 
by love, and the white-sonled Juliet into a breathing, passion- 
ate, dating woman. The exaltation of this endures, so that 
after all it would seem as if it were love and not destiny that 
is the indomitable force. Here again, one can best interpret 
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ShakespeJLre by himself, by one of the noblest and most 
monumental of the Sonnets: 

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sietde’s compass come; 

Love altcis not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

Love’s not Time’s fooll Some such sense of the ultimate 
value of ideal love survives the sense of the apparent ruin of 
ideal love in Romo and Juliet 



A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM 


SHAKESPEAaE’a conception of the fairy wodd is taken, 
partly from romance, partly from beliefs of the folk which 
were already in his day beginning to pass into the shadowy 
region of old wives’ tales. Oberon and his eastern realm are 
to be found in Huon oj Burdeoex; and every English country- 
side knew of the little green dwarfs who dwelt in the euth- 
knoUs and danced by night in the fairy rings, and of Robin 
Goodfellow, the tricksy house spirit, who performed domestic 
labours for cleanly maidens, and played malicious pranks upon 
slatterns or upon such as neglected the simple observances 
which he regarded as his due. Shakespeare’s own fairies 
which have impressed themselves upon the imagination of the 
world after Shakespeare, differ both from the fairies of romance 
and the fairies of tradition in the important feature of theii 
infinitesimal size. He has turned them from merely small 
men and women into demental spirits, in touch with all the 
dainty and delicate things of earth and air, capable of lighting 
tesziiss at tie g-Jow-tnotm’a eysr and watasg with rets-mla 
for their leathern wings. He has further, in A Midsuv;mr 
Night’s Dream, introduced a classical touch by borrowing tie 
name Titania for the 6iry queen from Ovid. Ovid uses it as aa 
epithet of Diana, ‘the Titan-born’; and the identification ol 
Diana with the leader of the fairy rout is one that is familiar to 
medieval writers on the supernatural. 

On a prim grounds, one might perhaps have expected that 
an unacademic writer, coining straight from the heart oi 
Warwickshire, would have kept doset to the lines of the dd 
folk beliefs about the ‘good people’, and would even bav( 
shared in the habits of thougjit and imagination from whid! 
those beliefs took their rise. It is certainly not so with Shake 
speate, who, for good or for evil, is a thorough child of the 
Renaissance, and exhibits not only the Renaissance love o) 
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quaint lore plundered from every quarter, but also the Renais- 
sance positive spirit, for which such lore has little meaning 
otherwise than as material for deliberate poetic craft. He takes 
his superstitions from learned and literary sources, just as he 
takes ids natural history from the bestiaries, no less freely than 
from his own obsetvatiorL Even when his material is of 
English origin, it is not always dear whether he has drawn it 
from reminiscences of his own Warwickshire boyhood or 
from some popular book, such as Reginald Scot’s Discopety of 
Witchcraft or Haisnefs DeclccraHm tf Popish Impostures. It must 
not be assumed, therefore, that Shakespeare’s use of the super- 
natural for dramatic purposes implies a belief in its actual and 
objective existence, Where it is not merely imposed upon him 
by his historical sources, it seems to serve one of two ends. 
Either it attunes the minds of the audience to a tragic or ironical 
issue, as for example in the terrible dreams of Richard Crook- 
back before Bosworth Field; or It is a symbol, introduced by 
the poet as a recognition of a mystery, an unexplained element 
in die course of human aflairs upon earth. Ms is its really 
important function in some of the greatest plays. It is Shake- 
speare’s confession of ignorance, of the fact diat in his observa- 
tion of life he has come just there upon something which 
baffles analysis, something which is, but which cannot be quite 
accounted for. Thus in Macbeth the witches symbolixe the 
double mystery of temptation and retribution; in 7ht Tempest 
the magic arts of Prospero and die spiritual forces which are 
at his beck and call symboliae the mystery of an overruling 
Providence, and perhaps at the same time something of the 
mystery of the creative poetic imagination. The agency of the 
&iries in A Midssumuer Nigit'r Dream is capable of a similar 
explanation. 

Of course the play is primarily a court revel. It was doubtless 
written for a wedfflng, and possibly for a wedding at which 
Eliaiheth was present. It has the profusion of dance and song, 
the picturesque staging and pretty costumes, the sprinkling 
of courtly compliment, the piquant contrast of poetry and 
clownii^, which were the delight of the nobles and maids of 
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honour who assembled at Gloriana’s palace of Greenwich, 
But at the same time it is a true comedy, a deliberate picture of 
life as life reveals itself to the shrewd insight of the comic spirit. 
The theme is love - an obvious theme for a wedding play, 
even if it were not the one about which Shakespeare’s imagina- 
tion was principally exercised at the moment. He had written 
The Tm Gentkmn of Verona, and had either written or was on 
the point of writing Komo anil JnUet, with its tragic burden of 
two lives ruined and at the same time ennobled by love. Even 
in 'Saimto enA Juliet the comic as well as the tragic view of love 
is present. It is incarnate in the critical wit of Mercutio. But in 
A Midsummer Nidi’s Dream it has undisputed sway. We have 
no longer to do with Dante’s ‘lord of terrible aspect’, but 
rather with the roguish little Cupid of Ovid, the irresponsible 
child-god, with his blinded eyes and his erring arrows. ‘Hast 
been in love?’ says the young shepherd to the old one m As 
You Like It, then; 

How many actions most ridiculous 

Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy? 

Love, as interpreted by the comic spirit, is a certain fine lunacy 
in the brain of youth; not an integral part of life, but a disturb- 
ing element in it. The lover is a being of strange caprices and 
strange infidelities, beyond the control of reason, and swayed 
with every gust of passion. He is at odds for the time with all 
the established order of things, a rebel against the authority of 
parents, a rebel against friendship, a rebel against Ms own 
vows. TMs is love as it figures in comedy, and in the presenta- 
tion and analysis of tMs lies the point of the play. 

Bearing then in mind this central idea of the lawlessness and 
the laughableness of love, oiie may observe how carefully, for 
all the apparent wMmsicality of structure, it is kept to the 
front in the working out of the plot. As is generally the case 
in Shakespeare’s comedies, this is composed of seve^ stories, 
which are woven together with remarkable ingenuity. You 
have the story of Theseus’ wedding, the story of the Athenian 
lovers, the story of the quarrel of Obeton and Titanla, the 
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Btoiy of the handiciaftsmen’s play, and finally the story ot 
interlude of Fyramus and Thist». It is the first of these which 
serves as the link that holds all the rest together; for it is at 
Theseus’ wedding that Hermia’s fete is to be decided; it is 
to celebrate this that the fitiries have come from the farthest 
steppe of India, and it is for this that Bottom and his feUows 
ate painfully conning their interlude. But the most important 
story from the point of view of the comic idea, and the one to 
which most space is devoted, is that of the Athenian lovers. As 
Ten Brink has pointed out in his excellent study of the play, 
the motive of this story is varied from that of Chaucer’s 
TaU. In the Kni^fs Tab the friendship of Palamon 
and Arcite is broken by their common love for Emilia. This 
corresponds very closely to the relation of Proteus and Valen- 
tine in The Two Gentkmen of Verona. But both in The Two 
Gentlemen of Verona and in A Midsummer Night’s Dream 
Shakespeare has complicated the situation by introducing a 
second woman, and in A Midsummer Nidi’s Dream he has 
still further modified it by making the broken ftiendship that 
of the women, not that of the men. In this ftiendship broken 
by love we get, then, one illustration of the central idea. But 
there are others in the story. There is Hetmia’s defiance of het 
father and of Athenian law for the sake of Lysandet ; and above 
all there is the extraordinary inconstancy which both Lysandet 
and Demetrius display in the bestowal of their affections. 
Demetrius has deserted Helena for Hermia before the play 
begins; and in the coutse of the night in the wood, Lysandet 
goes over to Helena and back to Hermia, and Demetrius in his 
turn goes back to Helena without any apparent rhyme or rea- 
son. Surely the central idea of the play is carried to a point 
that is almost farcical. At the crisis of the play, when the cross- 
purposes ate at their maddest, one can only re-echo Puck’s 
criticism: 

Lord, what fools these mortals bel 

Shakespeare does not, on this occasion, look to psychology 
to body forth his meaning. In Romeo and Juliet, he shows us the 
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honour who assembled at Gloriana’s palace of Greenwjdj 
But at the same time it is a true comedy, a deliberate pictu^g (j£ 
life as life reveals itself to the shrewd insight of the comic sjjyj 
The theme is love - an obvious theme for a wedding 
even if it were not the one about which Shakespeare’s ima^jjjj. 
tion was principally exercised at the moment. He had writjgjj 
Tit Tm Gsntbmn of Verona^ and had either written or w^j oj 
the point of writing Kmio and fnliet, with its tragic burd^Q gj 
two lives ruined and at the same time ennobled by love, 
in 'B.oma and Juliet the comic as well as the tragic view of Jgyg 
is present. It is incarnate in the critical wit of Mercutio. B\j£ jjj 
A Midwntaer Night's Dream it has undisputed sway. We have 
no longer to do with Dante’s ‘lord of terrible aspect’, £1^ 
rather with the roguish little Cupid of Ovid, the irresponsiUj 
child-god, with bis blinded eyes and his erring arrows. '{Jjst 
been in love?’ says the young shepherd to the old one itj 
Yon Like It, then; 

How many actions most ridiculous 

Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy? 

Cove, as rhteipreted' by the come spirit, is a certain line liioacy 
in the brain of youth; not an integral part of life, but a dist^jj,. 
ing element in it. The lover is a being of strange caprices and 
strange infidelities, beyond the control of reason, and swayed 
with every gust of passion. He is at odds for the time witin afl 
the established order of things, a rebel against the authority of 
parents, a rebel against friendship, a rebel against bis oy,ji 
vows. This is love as it figures in comedy, and in the pres^ta- 
tion and analysis of this lies the point of the play. 

Bearing then in mind this central idea of the lawlessness and 
the laughableness of love, one may observe how carefully 
all the apparent whimsicality of structure, it is kept tc; the 
Bunt in the working out of the plot. As is generally the 
in Shakespeare’s comedies, this is composed of several stqties^ 
which are woven together with remarkable ingenuity, ygu 
have the story of Theseus’ wedding, the story of the Athegian 
lovers, the story of the quarrel of Oberon and Titania, the 

66 



A MIDSUMMER night’s DREAM 
Story of the handicraftsmen’s play, and finally the story or 
interlude of Pyratnus and Thisbe. It is the first of these which 
setves as the link that holds all the rest together; for it is at 
Theseus’ wedding that Hermla’s fete is to be decided; it is 
to celebrate this that the fairies have come from the ferthest 
steppe of India, and it is for this that Bottom and his fellows 
are painfully conning their interlude. But the most important 
story from the point of view of the comic idea, and the one to 
which most space is devoted, is that of the Athenian lovers. As 
Ten Brink has pointed out in his eiccellent study of the play, 
the motive of this story is varied from that of Chaucer’s 
Knight’s Tale. In the Tale the friendship of Palamon 

and Arcite is broken by their common love for Emilia. This 
corresponds very closely to die relation of Proteus and Valen- 
tine in Tbe Tm Gentlemen oj Verona. But both in The Two 
Gentlemen of Verona and in A Midsummer Night’s Dream 
Shakespeare has complicated the situation by introducing a 
second woman, and in A Midsummer Night’s Dream he has 
still further modified it by making the broken friendship that 
of the women, not that of the men. In this friendship broken 
by love we get, then, one illustration of the central idea. But 
there are others in the story. There is Hermia’s defiance of her 
father and of Athenian law for the sake of Lysander ; and above 
all there is the extraordinary inconstancy which both Lysander 
and Demetrius display in the bestowal of their aff^ons. 
Demetrius has deserted Helena for Hermia before the play 
begins; and in the course of the night in the wood, Lysander 
goes over to Helena and back to Hermia, and Demetrius in his 
turn goes back to Helena without any apparent rhyme or rea- 
son. Surely the central idea of the play is carried to a point 
that is almost fercical. At the crisis of the play, when the cross- 
purposes are at their maddest, one can only re-echo Puck’s 
criticism; 

Lotd, what fools these mortals be I 

Shakespeare does not, on this occasion, look to psychology 
to body forth his meaning. In Romeo and Juliet, he shows us the 
6 ? 
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difference which love makes, in the acttial characters of the 
lovers as they blossom out before us. But it is a commonplace 
that the lovers of A Midsummer Night's Dream are faintly 
sketched and barely differentiated. Helena is tall and fair and 
timid; Hermia is little and dark and shrewish. Demetrius is 
crabbed and Lysander is languid, ft is diflScultto say much mote. 
They are but the abstract Hes and Shes of the conventional 
love-story. But this want of characterization is of little import- 
ance, because symbolism comes in to take the place of psy- 
chology. The transferences of affection which form the 
principal revolutions of the story are represented as due to 
supematural agency, to the somewhat randomly exercised 
power of the fairies. Moreover, taking perhaps a hint from 
Lyly, Shakespeare invites us to consider the whole thing as a 
dream. Here is the significance of the title. It is life seen through 
a glass darkly; such a vision of life as a man might have on 
Midsummer Night, the one season of the year around which 
EJiaabethan supetstition gathered most closely, when herbs 
were believed to have their especial virtues, and strange beings 
to he abroad. And yet it is not all a dream, or, if a dream, it is 
one which passes very easily into actuality. Fot these incon- 
stancies, of which Oberon’s love in idleness is the cause, are 
after all not really diffarent in kind from the initial inconstancy 
of Demetrius to Helena, fot which no such reason is proposed. 
And again, when Demetdus is by magic restored to Ids first 
love, the e^cts of this continue on into the waking life as a 
quite natural thing which provokes no amazement. So that in 
&ct, as fat as the story of the lovers is concerned, the introduc- 
tion of the Bupematutal element does not bring about any- 
thing which would have been impossible or improbable 
without it The magical love in idleness really does nothing 
more than represent symbolically the familiar workings of 
actual love in idleness in the human heart. Boys in love c^ge 
their minds just so, or almost just so, without any whisper of 
the fairies to guide them. Romeo left his Rosaline quite as 
suddenly as Lysander left his Hermia. Here, then, is the 
fiinction of the supematural in A Midsmmer Nias’s Dream, 
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The mystery, so to call it, the Inexplicability which is bound 
up with the central idea of the play, is the existence of that 
freakish irresponsible element of human nature out of which, 
to the eye of the comic spirit, the ethical and emotional vagaries 
of lovers talce their rise. And that this element does exist is 
recognized and emphasized by Shakespeare in his usual way, 
when he takes the workings of it in the story and mqilains 
them symbolically as due to the interference of feiry agenqt. 

Now, in humanity the disturbing element of love in idleness 
is genemlly only a passing fever. There is a period of Sturm mi 
Dra/ig, and then the man or woman begins to take life seriously, 
and is ready to submit to its discipline and to accept its reason- 
able responsibilities. And so by the side of Lysander and 
Demetrius we have the grave figure of the Athenian duke, 
Theseus. Theseus has had his wayward youth; he has 'played 
with light loves in the portal’, with Perigenia and Aegles and 
the test; ay, and in the glimmering night even with Queen 
Titania herself. Moreover, in his passion for Hippolyta he has 
approached her through deeds of violence; he has ‘won her 
love, doing her injuries’. But now, like the Henry the Fifth 
of whom Iw is a prototype, he has put stray childish fhingB j he 
stands forth as the serene law-abiding king, no less than the 
still loving and tender husband. Thus the story of Theseus’ 
wedding not only, as has been said, serves to hold the plot 
together, but also contributes its share to the illustration of the 
central idea. 

■When we turn to the fairies, we find that what enters into 
human life only as a transitory disturbing element, is in them 
the normal law of their being. They ate irresponsible creatures 
throughout, eternal children. They belong to the winds and 
the clouds and the flowers, to all in nature that is beautiful and 
gracious and fleeting; hut of die characteristics by which man 
differs from these, the sense of law and the instinct of self- 
control, they show no trace. Fuck, the fairy jester, is a buffoon 
of spirits, whose sport it is to bring perplexity upon hapless 
mortals. Oberon and Titania will be j^ous and he reconciled 
to each other a dozen times a day, while for culmination of ffieit 

69 



SHAKESPEARE: A SURVEY 

stoty you have the absurd spectacle of a fairy in love with an 
ass, So that in them is represented, as it were in vacuo, the very 
quality of which it is the object of the play to discern the partial 
and occasionai worldngs in the heart of humanity. 

In the story of the handicraftsmen, the central idea does not 
find any direct illustration. The story is requited, partly to 
introduce the interlude, but still more to provide tlmt comic 
contrast which was always an essential feature of a mask, or a 
play written on the lines of a mask. It is ingeniously inter- 
woven into the fairy story by making Bottom the instrument 
of Oheton’s revenge upon Titania. And it is in the person of 
Bottom that the whole humour of the thing consists. He is, 
with the possible exception of the Nurse in Komeo and Jaliti, 
the first of Shakespeare’s supreme comic creations, greater 
than the Costard of Lam's Labour's Lost or the Launce of Th 
Tpo Centhmen of Verona, as the masterpiece is greater than the 
imperfect sketch. From beginning to end of the play his 
absolute self-possession never for a moment fails him. He 
lords it over Us fellow-actors, as though he, and not Quince, 
were poet and stage-manager in one; be accepts the amorous 
atteo dons of a queen with cairn serenity as no more than might 
naturally have been expected; not does he ever, either before 
or after his transformation, betray the slightest suspicion of the 
&ct that he is after all only an ass. It has often been thought 
that in the reheatsal scenes Shakespeare was drawing upon the 
humours of such rustic actors as might have ventured a 
Whitsun pastoral at Stratford on Avon; yet one fears that the 
foibles of the green room ate much the same In the humblest 
and the loftiest walks of the profession, and who shall say that 
the poet is not poking good-humoured fun at some of Us 
fellows of the Lord Chamberlain’s company? 

Fimlly, with the interlude, we come back to the central idea 
once more. For in the iU-statted loves of Pytamus and TUsbe, 
their assignation, their elopement, and their terrible end, we 
have but a burlesque presentment of the same theme which 
has occupied us throughout. It is all a matter of how the poet 
diooses to put it. Precisely the same situation that in ’Rome and 
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Jtliht will ask our tears, shall here move uaextinguishable 
laughter. And so the serious interest of the play dissolves in 
mirth, and while the musicians break into the exquisite poetry 
of the epithalamium, the piaywright stands and watches us with 
the smile of wise tolerance on his Ups. 



RICHARD THE SECOND 


‘Riciiakd THii Skcqnd’ has, beyond its actual dramatic 
quality, a singular interest for those who care to study the 
development of Shakespeare’s dramatic methods. With Rmeo 
and Jidiet and A Midsummer Night’s Driam, it belongs to the 
period of a deliberate literary experiment. For the space of a 
tragedy, a comedy, and a history, Shakespeare essayed to write 
drama in the lyrical vein, with his singing robes on, with an 
abundance of passionate and highly coloured speech, and with 
the aid of rhyme and other devices of lyrical utterance. After- 
wards he desisted from this way and sought another manner, 
more varied and flexible, and therefore more sensitive to the 
rise and 611 of emotion which necessarily underlies dramatic 
expression. I do not know whether Richard the .fecMdhas ever 
been set to music and furnished forth the book of an opera; 
but it would lend itself to such treatment, and even as it 
stands it calls less for acting in the naturalistic sense, than for a 
rhetorical and measured declamation. Richard’s own part, in 
particular, at least after the wheel of fortune has begun to 
carry him downwairds, is one long and elaborated recitative 
of profound and subtle pathos. 

To say that the play is lyric is by no means to say that it is 
not dramatic also. On the contrary, every element in it 6 
carefully subordin.ited to tlw strictly dramatic end of throwing 
into powerful relief the strong contrast and conflict between 
the two principal chaiacters, Richard and his cousin and sup- 
planter, Henry of Bolingbtokc. This conflict has its political 
aspect, since the play is, primarily, a study in kingship, and, 
beyond that, it lus its personal aspect, since, even more funda- 
mentally, the plaj IS a study in hura.in nature, and sets in 
opposition tlie two types of personality between which, from 
the beginning, the inherit, ince of this world has been divided, 
Richard the Second is, of course, the litst act in the trilogy which 
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leads up to the poitiait of Shakespeare’s ideal and heroic king, 
m Hemj tie Tiftb Ileniy has every right to sovereignty, the 
tight divine of birth, and the human rights of efficiency and of 
that sjmpathy with the instincts and emotions of his folk, the 
attaining to which is the real eiplanation of his unpnnce-hfce 
and wayward youth. Like the summer glass, he has giown to 
kingship 

Unseen, yet cresave in his faculty 

Neither Richaid the Second not Henry the Fourth realises 
mote tlian a fi action of this tripartite ideal , and therefore each, 
pohtically, is a tiagic failure Richaid, indeed, has nothing but 
the irony of the tight divine, he is neithei efficient nor sympa- 
thetic. Bohngbroke is effiaent enough, but a self-seeker, and 
to the end the stain of disloyalty and usurpation mats his 
kingship. This is the outhne of Shakespeare’s pohtical philoso- 
phy as It finds expression in the trilogy. 

It need hardly he said that the antithesis between Richard 
and Bolingbroke goes much fuither than politics; it rests 
upon one of the ultunate distmcbons amongst mankind, that 
of the piacCcal and artistic temperaments, the men of deeds 
and the men of dreams and fancies. The personal beauty of 
Richard, on which much stress is laid in ffie play, is but the 
map of his delicate intellect and flowei-bke imagination. He 
dehghts in music, in a spectacle, in the pomp and ctrcumstance 
of his state. He is an orator, with a wonderM flow of eloquent 
words which runs UUe a tivet through scene after scene. He 
has his intuitions, and can read the hearts of men, although he 
cannot control them Like so many of the personages whom 
Shakespeare the actor made, he is himself a born actor He 
lot cs a dtam.mc effea. He is in his element, situng m the high 
scat at Coventry and throwing his warder down just at die 
critical moment when the champions are levelhng their spears 
in the lists. Even in his downfall, it gives him a thrill to take 
the stage in Westmmster Hall and slowly to disembarrass 
himself of his crown with speeches of studied pathos, whde the 
lookers-on are divided between admiration fot the artist, pity 
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fot the mail, and ittitation at the poseur. He has no morals and 
no real feeling for anyone but himself; yet his sensitiveness of 
soul enables him to hold the hearts of those with whom he 
enters into personal relations, the queen whose bed he has 
wronged, the young nobles who plot in his cause, the menial 
who with much ado gets leave to see bis face in prison. In 
return he has a fund of ready sentiment, which goes out not 
only to human lieings, but also to ‘roan Barbary’ and to the 
literal earth of his native land. And when action is called for, 
it is always sentiment that he succeeds in substituting. The 
shocks of misfortune stimulate him only to a mote and more 
subde exercise of his incomparable imagination. He becomes 
an interested spectator of his own ruin, dressing it out with 
illuminating phrases and exquisite images, and so turning it 
into a thing of beauty and of sorrow fot himself and the audi- 
ence; but he makes no effort to avert it, and falls back upon a 
mystical consciousness of bis divine tight, and a half-belief in 
the probability of some incredible divine intervention in his 
-favour. Never at any time does he come face to fece with 
facts; but always sees them through the beautiful and 
distotting medium of his own dramatic fancy. The uncom- 
promising populat judgement, with its short cuts to ttutb, 
sums him up, roughly enough, as ‘the skipping king’; and, 
in Shakespeare’s psychology, he stands for the type of the 
artist. 

Against Richard, Bolingbtoke presents the incarnation of 
efficiency. He has no gifts or graces; the courtesy which wins 
him popuiarity is a matter of delibetate attitude, not of instinct. 
He speaks few words; none unconsidered or without a definite 
practical end. You recognise in him 'the still strong man in a 
noisy land’; one who knows bow to bide his time, and moves 
inesistihly, with something of the terrible precision of a 
machine, towards his predetermined end. The antagonism 
between him and Richatd declares itself &om the beginning, 
and both are conscious of it. Ilis attitude towards the king 
during the early part of the play conceals a covert threat ; at the 
end, though the less effective role is his, he keeps his temper, 
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and tieats the tirades of the victim, -whose days he has already 
numbered, -with a contemptuous and studied brevity. Of 
course Kichafd the Seand does not give us by any means the 
whoie of BoUngbroke. Within its limits he is thoroughly suc- 
cessful. In the conflict -with Richard, elfidency has its full \ 
triumph over imagination. The completion of the picture is 
left for the second part of the trilogy, ^scovering his weakness 
in the wants of sympathy which leads him to olfend the hot- 
blooded nobles and to misjudge the finely tempered nature of 
his own son. Usurpation, moreover, must pay its price, and 
Henrj th Iceurth yields the mysticism of Richard its posthumous 
justification in the persistent sense of guilt which makes 
Henry’s crown sit uneasy upon his head, and drives him to 
plan the expiation of that crusade to the Holy Land which he 
IS never destined to accomplish. It is not until the second 
generation that the curse of Richard’s spilt blood has worked 
itself out. ’ 

This, however, is to antidpale. "The dramatic intention of 
SJehard tie Second as a single play must be distinguished from 
the dramatic mtention of the total trilogy of which it forms 
only one stage. And within RJtbard the Second the issue between 
Richard the dreamer and Bolingbroke the ‘crown-grasper’ is 
a dear one. The sympathies of the audience, naturally enough, 
swing and sway with the progress of the action. The design 
of the dramatist requires that they shall be against Richard 
during the period of his tyranny, and shall gradually be won to 
his side from the moment when his fortunes begin to decline. 
'This is almost inevitable, since it is of the essence of tragedy 
that the tragic fete should be intelligible and should none the 
less awake pity and awe. It is a little mote difficult to say 
whether any ultimate judgement upon the puppets by their 
interpreter is involved. W. B. Yeats, in his book called Ideas of 
Good and Et/il, seems to have no doubts about the matter, and 
decides without hesitation that Shakespeare, as an artist, put 
the children of light before the children of this world, and was 
personally in touch with the ineffectual dreamer Richard, rather 
than with his ‘efficient’ rival. He says; 
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I cannot believe that Shakcapeate loolccd oti hia Richard II with 
other than sympathetic undcrstandnig indeed how ill-rittcd he 
was to be King, at a cettain motnent of hlsU^ty, but understanding 
that he was lovahle and fall of capricious fancy, ‘a wild creaturt* as- 
Pfltcr has called Wm, . . . f Ic made his King fail, a little berausc he 
Jacked some ^pjalieies thac um' doubtless commoti among his 
scullions, but more because he had cemin qualities that art imcom* 
nmn in all ages. To suppose that Shakespeare ptefei'icd the irun 
who depoficii las King k to suppose that Shakespeare judged men 
with the eyes nf a Municipiil Councillor weigliing the merits of a 
Town Clerk. ... He saw, indeed, as I ihiok, b Richard II the defeat 
that avi aits ah, whether they be Artist or Saint, who find themselves 
where men ask of them a rough energy and have nothing to give but 
some comempLadve virtue, whether lyrical phantasy, or sweetness 
of temper, or dreamy dignity, or love of God, or love of His 
rteatuces. 

Yeata goes on to dwell upon Henry the Fifth, and Shake- 
speare’s attitude towards the hard practical qualities which 
made Henry so conspicuous a success e.Yactly where Richard 
was so conspicuous a failure: 

To poise character againse character v’as an element in Shake' 
speate’s art, and so, having made the vessel of porcelain Richard II, 
he bad to make the vessel of clay Ibniy V, He makca him the reverse 
of all that Richard wxn. He has the gross vices, the coarse nerves, of 
one who is to rule umnng \uilent people, and he is so little ‘too 
friendly * to his friends that he bundles them out of doors when their 
time if over. Hu is as remorseless and undistinguished as some 
natural force, and tlic fiuuai thing in his play is the way his old com- 
panion*^ fall out < »f it hrnkcu-bearted or on their way to the gallows; 
and in-itcid <'f that lyticiora which rose out of Richard’s mind like 
the jet of a fouiiMln to fali again where U bnd risen, instead of that 
phantasy tCfO enfolded in its own sinrurity to make any thought the 
Imut had ni*cd of, Slinkespcaru has given him a resounding rhetoric 
tliat mows men, as a leading article ilous today. . . . Shakespeare 
Uvitchid Henry V, tint indeeti as he W'acched the greater souls in the 
vhionax> procv'.uon, hutclwcffully^as <}n« watches some handsome 
spirireti b*jr<iv, and hu spoke Ills talc, as he spoke all talcs, with 
tragic ictuiy. 
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Yeats’s views upon life are always interesting and often 
illuminating; but one may perhaps be pardoned for regarding 
the passages which I have quoted as affording a rather typical 
illustration of certain weaknesses of the current ideal of ‘tem- 
peramental’ criticism, as compared with that older conception 
of which Matthew Wold was the high priest, and of which 
the primary virtues consisted in ‘keeping one’s eye on the 
object’ and ‘seeing things as they are’, Matthew Arnold’s 
rigorous teachers never, one fears, succeeded in seizing 
Yeats’s youth. I am quite sure that Yeats himself, in judging 
lungs or ploughmen, would always give the palm to imagina- 
tion over efficiency; and for all I know, if human character- 
istics are reducible to ultimate standards of value, he may be 
perfectly tight iToAAot pen vapSTjKoijxijm mvpoi Se ve 
BoKjfli. But aftec all it is not Yeats’s vision of life, or mine, 
that is in question, but Shakespeare’s. And I do not for a 
moment believe that in reading Shakespeare he has succeeded 
in keeping his eye upon the object. Shakespeare, if I am not 
mistaken, was the last man likely to underrate the hatdpractitrf- 
qualities which go towards efficiency. For a poet, he had the 
firmest grasp upon die central facts of life. After all, he was not 
a Celtic idealist, but an honest burgess of Saxon Stratford; and, 
in spite of some conventional phrases about the immortality of 
his verse in the Sonnets, he shows singularly litde desire unduly 
to magnify bis office as artist. One has even sometimes a lurk- 
ing feeling that he thought himself extremely lucky to have 
made enough by his pen to enable him to settle down for the 
evening of his life on an equal footing with the prosperous and 
unimaginative tradesmen who had earned their comfotfable 
fortunes by meeting the very practical needs of his native 
borough; and that, perhaps. Ids first investment in tithes 
gave him a thrill which he never afterwards recaptured even 
in creating Imogen. I do not, of course, quite believe this, but 
I do believe that Shakespeare, who saw all round life, saw it on 
the whole very normally, and that he weighed his men and 
women just a little more in relation to the central purposes of 
the world than Yeats does or is inclined to admit that he did. 
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Naturally he understood his Richard the Second and his Fal- 
staff, as well as his Henry the Fifih, and understanding must 
always imply some measure of sympathy. Yet I find it difficult 
to think that his lUtimate judgement upon them differed 
essentially from that of any clear-sighted and broad-minded 
Elizabethan student of history who did not happen to be a 
poet, 



KING JOHN 


For the sake of the wild and whiding words of Cotistance and 
the boyish pathos of Arthur’s struggle against death, it is 
possible that }oh may always continue to have its share 
of devotion from readers of Shakespeare. The sentimentalism 
of commentators is apt to find in the play a reflection of the 
natural sorrow of the poet at the death of his own son Hamttet. 
But the sentimentalist is a dangerous leader in the slippety 
ways of literary biography. King John may very well have been 
already written when Hamnet died in August 1596. Moreover, 
the psychological theory implied is a fantastic one. The grief 
of Constance tipgs true enough; but, after all, her hint of woe 
is common, and it must certainly not be assumed that a drama- 
tist can only convince by reproducing just those emotions 
which he has seen at play in his own household. It is safest to 
regard the tragic figure of the weeping mother as based rather 
upon broad human sympathies than upon personal experience; 
but whatever its origin, the part of Constance, like that, almost 
contemporary, of the unhinged Richard the Second, affords an 
ideal mouthpiece for the flood of splendid emotional dedaffla- 
tion, which is one of the finest and most enduiing qualities of 
the EUaabethan stage. 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say 
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven. 

If that be true, I sirall see my boy again; 

For since the birth of Cain, the &st male child, 

To him that did but yesterday suspire. 

There was not such a gracious creature bom. 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost. 

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit. 

And so he’ll die; and, rising so again, 
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"When 1 shall mu-t him la the court of heaven, 

I shall not hnott him 1 bucfoic ncvci, never 
Must 1 beholi) my pretty Atthui mnio 

This has the authentic thtiU in it, hut there is much in Km; 
Jebn which is fat away indeed from such fine rhetoric Uaiely, 
for example, did Shahtspeate wiitc anything mote fiigid than 
the casuistries of Pandiilph, with then baffling and bewildering 
teliante upon verbal ingenuities. 

It is religion that doth nuhL von s kept; 

But thou hast sworn agiinst religion, 

By ahal ihou siseaiut against die thmg thou sweareat, 
And tnjktst an oath the surety foi thj truth 
Against an oath. The truth thou art unsuie 
To suear, sweats only not to be ioxswoin, 

Else what a mockery should it be to sweat I 
But thou dost sweat only to be forsworn. 

And roost forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear 

But, whatever the merits or demerits of Kw? Join as regards 
phrasing and the handling of individual episodes, thete can 
be no doubt that thete is hatdiy any mature play of Shakespeare 
the total dramatic effect of which is so disappointing. Some- 
thing of the epic chronicle, it must be admitted, bangs about 
all the Histones; but for the most part, whatever room may be 
left for alarums and excursions and other inelevancies, thele is 
nevertheless some intellectual core, some recogrus-able attempt 
to body fotth a central idea m dramatic form. But what is the 
intellectual hearing of Kiit^ Plainly it is conceived as a 
trugedv, but wherein does the tragedy consist’ Is John himell 
the viUam or the hero’ Ate we, as in Kuhard the Thtrd^ face to 
face with the Nemesis that waits upon wickedness in high 
places ’ And if so, w hy do many of the scenes, and m particular 
the closing lines, witli then emphasis upon England's dissen- 
sions as the cause of England’s woes, seem to strike aoothei 
note, and to point out not John, but those who plot against 
John, as the woikers of the tragic evil? One fears the answer is 
that no answer can be given, and that the infirmity of double 
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purpose hete suggested is indeed inherent in the bachboneless 
structure of the piece. The explanation of this want of grip and 
dramatic unity in King John ia probably to be found in the feet 
that Shakespeare has put, and perhaps from the conditions 
under which he worked was only in a position to put, but little 
of himself into the play. Standing aloof as it does from both of 
the two great tetralogies into which the bulk of the poet's 
dramatic comment upon English history was cast, that of 
York and that of Lancaster, it is hardly more than a bit of hack 
work. Herein, indeed, it stands upon much the same footing as 
limy the Sixth itself, in the two latter parts of which, at least, 
Shakespeare seems to have been but learning his trade by 
rewriting, scene for scene, the two parts of the older chronicle 
play known as The Contentim of York and Lancaster. Quite 
siniilarly it is probable that King John, from the points of view 
alike of the actors, of the booksellers, and of the dramatist 
himself, was not an independent creation, but only a revision 
of another old chronicle play, still extant under the title of The 
TroMso/ne Keig/i of King John. A comparative reading leaves- 
the relation between the model and &e copy cleat enough. 
Obviously Shakespeare has advanced enormously in authority 
and in manipulative dexterity since he was set to tinker at The 
Contention. ^ fat as the rewriting of the dialogue is concerned 
he takes a very free hand, and only here and there tetiuns a 
turn of speech of his predecessor. Moreover he omits many 
scenes and liberally clips others, with a view to compressing 
the matter of two performances within the limits of one; and 
of course the gain In dtamadc concentration and vigour is 
considerable. But when all is said and done, the old play 
remains the model; and indeed, so fiir as structure goes, the 
parallelism is quite complete. Somewhat different value is 
given to the motives and situations in King John, but there is 
hardly one whicli The Tronblesom Keign did not originally 
dictate. 

Tk Troiibksome Reigfi, although not without its merits, 
belongs wholly to the chronicle history gfm, and it is not sut- 
prising to find that it already displays that invetlebracy of 
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purpose of which one is inclined to complain in King Join. It 
appears, from internal evidence, to have been written about 
the time of the Spanish Armada, and is representative enough 
of the heightened national and Protestant feeling which that 
enterprise bad not unnaturally evoked. It should be noted that, 
even in Tit Troiibleso/ue Hsifft, John was not making his first 
appearance sis a dramatic figure upon the Bnglish stage. On 
the contrary, he was already an ancient tradition. Half a century 
before, at the very beginning of the English Reformation, a 
'matter toucldng King John' had been played at Cranmer’s 
palace, in which he was glorified to all good Protestants as ‘ the 
beginner of the putting down of the Bishop of Rome’. 
Probably the interlude presented on that occasion was the 
John of that uncompromising controversialist. Bishop 
John Bale of Ossory, of which a later version, revised after the 
accession of Eliza^th, is preserved, In this singular piece, 
which marks the transition between the morality and the 
chronicle history, there is no mention of Arthur and his claims. 
Jotuhts depicted as a zealous reformer, persecuted and finally 
poisoned by the Pope and Pandniph, with the aid of Sedition 
and Dissimulation, and in after days avenged by ‘that Duke 
Josue, which was our late King Henry’, in the guise of Im- 
perial Majesty. There is no evidence that the author of Tie 
Troablesom Kiigti knew Kjwge Johan, and it is not very likely, 
as the earlier play remained in manuscript until recent years. 
But for him too John is primarily the champion of England 
against the Pope, and as such the national hero of a Protestant 
age. There ate some humorous scenes, omitted by Shakespeare 
in the process of adaptation, in which the Bastard ransacks the 
tteasute-coffets of convents and monasteries, with the result of 
finding ‘fair Alice the nun’ locked up in the abbot’s chest and 
Friar Laurence in that of the abbess; while at the end the dying 
John utters a harangue in which he foretells the coming of 
A kingly branch, 

Ik hose anus shall reach unto the gates of Rome, 

And with hb feet tread down the strumpet’s pride, 

Ubat sits upon the chair of Babylon. 
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Such was the temper of 1588, in which sleeping antipathies 
had been &nned again into fierce blast bjr the coming of the 
Armada. But the old playwright had not the art of Bale to 
select only such elements from history as might serve to further 
his dramatic purpose. Apparently talcing his material wholesale 
from the chronicles of Holinahed, he inserts into his heroic 
framework the whole sanguinary story of the plot to murder 
Arthur, in which the king plays so far from heroic a patt, 
regardless of the reaction which this must needs have upon the 
sympathies of the spectators. 

Shalcespeore, as has been said, adopts the full structural 
outlines of his predecessor, and with them this historic incon- 
gruity in the presentment of the principal character which is 
so destructive of all true dramatic unity. But he alters the dis- 
tribution of the emphasis, pruning the obsolete Protestantism, 
and bringing the Arthur theme with its capacities for emotional 
treatment into the foreground of his design, where it repeats 
the somewhat melodramatic pattern already made use of in 
'SJcbard the Thirl The limitattons of the adapter do not, of 
course, allow this process to be complete. During large tracts 
of the play John, or the English spirit which John is made to 
typify, is still conceived in the heroic vein. The theological 
rancour has m the main disappeared, in spite of the king’s 
defiance of the ‘usurped authority’ of the Pope, and his ex- 
pressed determination; 

That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in out dominions. 


But the note of nationalism is there still, and if the play looks 
back to RieiarJ the Thirl it looks forward just as much to 
Btniy the Fifth. It contains the first of those glorifications of the 
island realm which Shakespeare, as often ns not, prefers to put 
in the mouth of a foreigner. It is Austria who vows: 


That to my homo I will no more return. 

Till Anglers and the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-faced shore, 
Whose foot spurns back die ocean’s roaring tides, 
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And coops from other knds her islanders^ 

Even till that England, hedged ia with the main, 

That \i’atcr-walled bulwark, still secure 
And conticlcnt from foreign purposes. 

Even till that utmost corner of the west 
Salute thee for her king. 

Even so dries John of Gaunt himself extol, in Kiehanl the 
Scceadi 

'lliis royal throne of ktngi, this sceptred isle, 

This earth of majesty, th« scat of Mors, 

This other Eden, denu-paradise. 

This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection and the hand of war, 

ThU happy breed of men, this little world, 

This precious stone set in the silver sea, 

IXliich serves it in die office of a wall. 

Or as fl moat defensive to a house, 

Against the envy of less happier knds. 

_ JThefc is an Anglo-Saxon ring, too, in the description of the 
triumphant evening of battle upon which, as from a day’s 
sport in the chase: 

like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Out lusty English, ^ vidi purpled bands. 

Dyed in the dying slaughter of their focs^ 

and in that of the light-hearted genUemen who cast thek 
fortunes with John’s expedition in the eternal spirit of knight- 
errantry: 

Rash, inconsiderate, Eery voluntaries, 

VI ith ladies’ faces and deme dragons’ splcens4 

It is perhaps from a consciousness of the ambiguous place 
which John must necessarily fill in the play, that Shakespeare 
throws a large share of the burden of his nationalism upon the 
Bastard. ThU tall man of hU liands, with his blustrous humours 
and hia shrewd niothct-wit, is dearly intended to be typical 
of the stout Anglo-Saxon race; lie has the blood of her kings, 
even though it came to him a little o’er the hatch, and the very 

84 



KING JOHN 

Bpiiit of Plantagenet; and in his large composition there are 
tokens of the greatest of her heroes, Richard Coeur de Lion 
himself, So he stands for England throughout. The sins of Ids 
king do not, as in the case of some greater nobles, turn him 
ftom loyalty to his country. It is he who throws down the 
glove of undying defiance to the foreign invader, and as the 
curtain fills voices the watchword of England’s peace; 

This England never did, nor never shall. 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 

But when it first did help to wound itself, 

Now these her princes are come home again. 

Come the three cornets of the worid in arms. 

And we shail shock them. Nought shall make ua rue, 

If England to Itself do rest but true. 

But in a drama feults of structure are irreparable, even by a 
Shakespeare; and neither Constance nor the Bastard can really 
redeem the incoherent patchwork from ineffectiveness. 
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The melaflcholy of Antonio is a perpetual undertone in the 
gaiety and the tribulation of The Menhmrt of Viniet. It claims 
your pondering in the first significant words of the play; not 
is its meaning, there or elsewhere, clearly or expUcitly set 
forth. Solanio and Salarino, with the natural assumption of 
poor men, that a rich man must he at least as much concerned 
about his riches, as themselves ate at their want of riches, 
have an obvious explanation ready to hand; and Antonio 
merely replies that it is not his merchandise that makes him 
sad, Gratiaao, since he must always be talking, thinks, ot pre. 
tends to think, that his ftiendis deUbetately affecting the serious 
pose proper to persons of importance; and him too Antonio 
puts by with a smile. Gtadano is not of those to whom one 
saveals the heart’s secrets. So that you are left to guess whether 
there is a heart’s secret here at all, or whether Antonio is 
sincere when he declares that he is no more able than another 
to tell what stuff his melancholy is made of, whereof it is bom. 
The current explanation has k that he is quite sincere, and that 
a vague uneasiness stands for a premonition of the disaster 
whii is shortly to overtake lutn. Such a device falls altogether 
within Shakespeare’s dramatic methods. If one cites only plays 
conteropotary with TAf Mtrohaif of Vemce, there is the pto- 
phedc foreboding of the little queen in ’Richard the Second. 
when het lover and king has gone forth on his light-hearted 
expedition to Ireland: 

Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb, 

Is coming towards me, and my inward soul 

With nothing trembles; 

and there is the ironical inverse of the same situation when 
Romeo steps out Into the morning, and tdls us that his bosom’s 
lord sits lightly in his thtone, five minutes before he is to learn 
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that Juliet sleeps in Capel’s monament, Yet a dlffetence is to 
be observed, tickrd the Suend and Komo and Juliet ate to issue 
ttagically; and therefore the preluding touches which tune the 
spectator to the sense of tragedy are justified. They have their 
appointed and logical place in the pttern. With Tie Merchant 
of Venm it is otherwise. Heart-strings shall be wrung in the 
process of the story; but it is not, as a whole, written in the 
key of tragedy. It stands under the domination of Portia, the 
fitst and most triumphant of Shakespeare’s questing heroines ; 
and its atmosphere is throughout in harmony with Portia’s 
sunny halt, and Portia’s sunny wit, and Portia’s sunny temper, 
rather than with the grey twiUght of Antonio’s mood. 

A formal analysis of the central dramatic intention - the 
idle mire of the play - can only confirm one’s immediate feeling 
that its stage must not be hung with black. Heminges and 
CondeU classed it with Shakespeare’s comedies, and it claims 
to be, uiJon every page, a ‘comical history’. But ‘comedy’, 
like most otlier literary terms of art, has but a shifting connota- 
tion, and one is hardly dispensed from inquiring in whet pre- 
cise shade of its significance it is here to be taken, In the long 
history of the soul of man, the dramatic instinct seems to have 
wotk^ its way to two or three types of outlook upon the 
world which it mirrors; and for eadi of them the ambiguous 
term ‘comedy’ has its distinct meaning. There is the drama of 
amusement, the drama of ideas, and the drama of emotion. 
The drama of amusement asks the name of comedy for the 
give and take of dialogue and the tangle of intrigue with which 
it entertains the spectator. But the drama of amusement is too 
purely etcterual to take rank as art in the higher sense in which 
art is before all diings an etqjtession of the personality of the 
artist. The higher iama, on the other hand; differentiates 
itself, according as it expresses one or other side of such a 
personality. It is the medium through which the dramatic 
artist conveys to the audience his ideas about life, or it is the 
medium through which he conveys to them his emotions about 
life. Comedy, in what I accept as the primary sense of the 
word, is the characteristic form taken by the drama of ideas. 
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Such is ihe comedy of Atistophaoes aad of Moliiie. It has its 
toots in the featless and outspoken comment of the icaipos, 
the level tout, oi of the Kotpp, the village tout. In its urban 
foims it is still essentially an analysis, a criticism, of life, And, 
ihetefote, it is really no paradox to say that comedy is often 
one of the most serious and even didactic of utterances. The 
comic dramatist has teflected upon life -and condemns it. He 
lays his finger upon its follies and vreaknesses. He strips it bare 
for you, a -wheel of fortune, a dance of fools, a show of jerking 
puppets. His cap and bells bides this deliberate intention. His 
bauble conceals a scalpel. ‘He uses his folly as a stalking-horse, 
and under the presentation of that he shoots his -wit.’ 

Is it, then, this primary type of comedy to which Thi 
Mmhant of Vmics belongs? Ate we to find in it the critical 
outlook, the play of bitterness or of humour or of irony upon 
life? Up to a point the intention of the piece can, no doubt, be 
so formulated, Take it as a series of variations on the obvious 
comic theme of the hollowness of appearances; and the choice 
of the caskets, the deception of Shylock, even the disguise of 
the wives and dieir stratagem with the rings, fit naturally 
enough Into such a design. Nor can one fail to notice how well 
a good deal of the dialogue lends itself to such an inteipreta- 
tion. Gtatiano chads those 

That therefore only are reputed wise 

For saying nothing, 

Artagon scorns ‘the fool multitude that choose by show'. 
Bassanio sermonizes upon ‘beauty purchased by the weight’, 
upon golden locks that are ‘the dowry of a second head’, ‘the 
b^uteous scaif veiling an Indian beauty’, and upon other 
iUusttattons of his thesis that ‘the world is still deceived with 
ornament ’. Certainly here isoneelcmentin the structure of the 
play. But as certainly, I think, when you have disengaged and 
fixed this element, you liave not really accounted for the whole. 
For you have not accounted for the other element of emotion; 
and although, no doubt, as you watch The Merchant of 
you fed the gathering conviction that ‘the outward shows 
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ite least themselves’, yet aftet all this feehng is only subordia- 
a te to the swing and sway of your sympathies with to tiapping 
of Antonio and to ront of Antonio’s oppressor by Portia’s 
divine and generous wit. In virtue, then, of its emotion, the 
play Ms outside the range of comedy in to sense in which 
comedy is the vehicle of the drama of ideas; since to such 
comedy it is vital that it should remain unemotional, should 
see all things in to dry light of reason unperverted by to 
heart, and should hold the sympadiies aloof that its flight may 
be all to more deadly to to brain. 

It is probable enough that Tie Mertbani of Venice lias a 
divided purpose, Literary types rarely offer their pure form in 
concrete esamples. But in to total impression left by to play 
it is to emodonal and not the critical attitude towards life 
which predominates. And it is the principal ambiguity of the 
term ‘comedy’ that it stands not only for the characteristic 
expression of the dtama of ideas in to sense already defined, 
but also for one variety of that other type of drama which la 
not of ideas but of emotions, since in it to artist is endeavout- 
ing to transfer to to audience not his own judgements, but 
bis own emotional states, toough to medium of their 
sympathies with to woes and esultations of to characters 
whom he ftshions for to purpose. This secondary sense of 
the word is to he explained in part by the influence of medieval 
usage, which had forgotten Its theatre, and had come to regard 
comedy and tragedy, not as names for specific dramatic t^s, 
but as names for emotional narratives coming respectivdy to 
happy and to sad endings. When, at the Renaissance, emotional 
drama grew up again on to basis of medieval narrative, it 
became the natural heir of to same distinction. The stress of 
emotion is common to Elitabeilian tragedy and EUaabethan 
comedy, but while in tragedy it issues in pity and terror and 
the funeral procession, in comedy it gathets only to pass away 
and dissolve in triumph and laughter and to edash of marriage- 
bells. For such emotional or romantic comedy, as ciistinct 
from comedy propet, ‘tragicomedy’, which the Bllsabethans 
themselves sometimes used, is perhaps to happiest term. 
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K, then, Thf MsrcbaHt if Verna is to be regarded as ptinatily 
a tragicomedy, a drama of emotional stress with a happy 
ending, and only secondarily a comedy, a drama of the 
criticism of lift, the next question which claims an answer is; 
what preciseiy is the emotional issue which is raised and 
which demands our sympathies in the play? It is probably 
true of all enjodonal drama that it tends to present its issue 
as a conflict, for this is an obvious and natural scheme foe the 
arrangement of human characters set over against each other 
and answering speech by speech upon the narrow boards of a 
stage. It is certainly true of the Elizabethan drama, which had 
always behind it the tradition of the morality, with its settied 
attay of vices and virtues, watting for the soul of man. The 
theme of Tbi Merchant of Venue, iu particular, is readily to be 
formulated as a conflict. It is a conflict in the moral order, 
between the opposing principles of Love and Hate. That 
Shyloclc, whetting his tnife upon his soul, stands for the 
principle of Hate is plain enough. Hate, indeed, is almost the 
first word that we have ftom hfa mouth: 

I hate him for be is a Christian. 

And when he thinks himself on the point of victory and is 
pressed to give a reason for his action, he will give none: 

Mote than a lodged hate and a cettaitt loathing 
I bear Antonio. 

Of CQune Shylock’s hate is to be explained and traced to 
its roots, some of which, at least, lie rather in what he has 
sufieted than in what in himsdf he is. Shakespeare aimed to 
make a man, and by no means a mete moral abstraction. But 
it is impossible to understand (die play without careful guard 
against that ftTourite modern heresy of interpretation which 
sees so deep into the heart of Shylodc that, in fact, it converts 
him from the villain into the hero. One recalls Heine and the 
pale, fait English girl with large black eyes, who shared his 
box at Drury Lane, and at the close of the Fourth Act 'fell to 
weeping passionately, several times exclaiming “ The poor man 
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is ■wiongedi’” Heine, I suppose, saw the perfotmancs of 
Edmund Kean, and Kean appears to have been the principal 
cuiptit in a transvaluation of dramatic values, which is to be 
explained at least as much by the inveterate craving of the 
leading mime for a ‘sympathetic’ part, as by the influence of 
an humanitarian age that has learnt to feel for oppressed 
nationalities and has forgotten to dislike usury. I am not con- 
cerned to deny that Shakespeare himself was led by tbe logic 
of facts, and in the teeth of his own dramatic arrangement, to 
give some handle for this misunderstanding of Shylock. One 
cannot forget the famous vindication of Hebrew humanity 
with which the wanton raillery of the silly Salatino gets its 
answer. Certainly Shakespeare saw all round his Shylock. But 
the play becomes a chaos if the quahfleations of Shylock’s 
villainy are allowed to deflect the perception of the fact that 
after all It is he and none other who stands for the villain in its 
structure. One must, of course, exercise a little of the historic 
imagination in judging of an Elizabethan play. There has been 
a certain evolution of the moral sentiments in the course of 
thtee centuries. To the modern ethos Antonio spitting upon 
the usurer’s gaberdine is almost a more distasteful figure than 
the usurer himself, and the notion that even a proven criminal 
may jusdy be compelled to change his religion as the price of 
his life is intolerable. But one is not to suppose that the 
Elizabethan audience saw things after this kind. I do not think 
there is much in the theory that Tbe Menhant of Venm was 
diteedy motivated by the trial and execution of the Jew, 
Roderigo Lopez, on charges of plotting against the life, not 
only of Don Antonio of Portugal, but even of Elizabeth 
hetself. But it may, anyhow, he assumed that the temper of 
the play chimed in with a popular sentiment towards the 
chosen people which, in EngWd at least, hardly finds an echo 
today outside the limits of Whitechapel. Not is the interpreta- 
tion of Shylock the only case, even in this single comedy, in 
which the historic imagination is called for. Put Jessica or 
Bassardo to the test of the finer ethical ideals, and you will 
find it difficult to justify the conduct of the one in robbing her 
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fathet’s jewel-chest to pay the expenses of her elopement, or 
the conduct of the othcc in setting out to retrieve his wasted 
fortunes by the adventure of a gilded bride, until you remem- 
ber that I'k Aienlmif of Vmict is not in the realistic manner, 
and that, with whatever sound humanity it states its main 
issue, it makes -no eifort to depart from many of the world-oid 
conventions of romance which it found in its sources among 
the mreHe. For linssanio it may perhaps be added, that ‘fair 
speechless messages’ had already passed between his eyes and 
Portia’s in the days of his bravery, and that he may not have 
been quite so worklly an adventurer as he chose to represent 
himself as being to Antonio. 

One cannot fail to see that, if Shylock embodies the principle 
of Hate, Antonio and Portia between them embody that of 
Love. Antonio will put his ‘uttermost’ at the service of his 
friend, and even when he is in the snare, will hold all debts 
cleared between them if he might but see Bassanio at his death. 
Portia, in her turn, has, as Lorenzo tells her 

A noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity. 

For love’s sake she defers the consummation of bet wedding 
dtes and essays a doubtful enterprise to purchase 

The semblance of her soul 
From out the sure of hellish cruelty. 

Her glorification of ‘the quality of mercy’ in the trial-sceneis 
the spiritual counterpart of Shylock’s dogged insistence on the 
rights of Hate; and her ultimate triumph, all the more perhaps 
for rite obvious legal quibbles on which it is based, is nothing 
else titan the triumph of Love, in the deliberate pretence of 
equity to rigid justice. For moral and epilogue of the whole 
you may take the exquisite lines whidi she speaks as she 
treads once more her terraces of Belmont in the white moon- 
light: 

How thst little candle throws his beams! 

So shines a good deed in a naughty world 
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And -what of Antonio's mdancholy all this while? What 
place has it in the happy ending which this most delectable 
lady has brought about, with all its after-mirth? Antomo, as I 
read him, does not put off his melancholy. He bows his thanks 
ovei Portia’s hand, and stands silent and giavely smiling 
through the greater part of the ftohe with the rings Even the 
retntn of his argosies, inevitable in the winding up of a tragi- 
comedy, leaves lum still, I fancy, a sombre liguie in the back- 
ground For, in fact, Antonio’s melancholy preceded the loss 
of his riches, and I dunk that it has had very httle to do with 
that, 01 with the fear of death either, all the time At the begin- 
ning of the play he was going to lose something much dearer 
to him than nches, his friend Bassatuo Bassaiuo had )ust 
broken to him his intended marriage, and this it was that made 
him sad He was not hkely to explain to Gratiaao oi Salatino, 
but directly they had gone out he turned to Bassamo and 
shotved on what his mind svas running in the quick mquiry 

Well, tell me nov what lady is the same 
To whom you swoic a secret pilgrimage. 

That you today ptotrased to tell me of 

Consider, again, the scene described by Salarino at Bassanio’s 
embarking, still before any question of the miscarriage of his 
vessels can have come to his ears, how 

His eye being big with teals, 
luming his face, he put his band behind him. 

And with affecnon wondrous sensible 

pie wrung fiassanio’s hand , and so they parted 

‘I think he only loves the world for him,’ says Salanno. 
Bassamo was merely voyaging a few miles from Vemce, but it 
w is to his wedding, and Antomo knew well how hai^y the 
closest intimacies of bachelors survive the coming of a 
worn in’s love. 

A cntic, fbi whose opinion I have the highest respect, argues 
as igitnst this explanation of Antonio’s melancholy that 
‘Shakespiiite would not have left such a main motive of the 
play to the imagination of his audience’. But it is not a tnam 
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father’s jewd-chest to pay the expenses of her elopement, or 
the conduct of the other in setting out to retrieve his wasted 
fortunes by the adventure of a gilded bride, until you remem- 
ber that Tbe Mmhimt of Vinict is not in the realistic manner 
and that, with whatever sound humanity it states its main 
issue, it makes no effort to depart from many of the world-old 
conventions of romance which it found in its sources among 
the meelh. I'or Bassanio it may perhaps be added, that ‘ftit 
speechless messages ’ had already passed between his eyes and 
Portia’s in the days of his bravery, and that he may not have 
been quite so worldly an adventurer as he chose to represent 
himself as being to Antonio. 

One cannot feil to see that, if Shylock embodies the principle 
of Hate, Antomo and Portia between them embody that of 
Love. Antonio will put his ‘uttermost’ at the service of his 
friend, and even when he is m the snare, will hold all debts 
deated between them if he might but see Bassanio at his death. 
Portia, in her turn, has, as Lorenzo tells her 

A aoUe and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity. 

For love’s sake she defers dm consummation of her wedding 
rites and essays a doubtful enterprise to putchase 

The semblance of her soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty. 

Her glorification of ‘the quality of mercy’ in thetrial-sceneis 
the spiritual countetpart of Shylock’s dogged insistence on die 
tights of Kate; and her ultimam triumph, all the mote perhaps 
for the obvious legal quibbles on which it is based, is nothing 
else than the triumph of Love, in the deliberate preference (5 
equity to rigid justice. For moral and epilogue of the whole 
you may take the exquisite lines which she speaks as she 
treads ouce more her terraces of Belmont in the white moon- 
light; 

How fiit that Utde candle throws his beams I 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world 
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And what of Antonio’s melancholy all this whiled’ What 
place has it in the happy ending which this most ddectable 
lady has brought about, with all its after-aurth’ Antonio, as I 
read him, does not put oif his melancholy He bows his thaubs 
oter Portia’s hani and stands silent and giavdy smiling 
through the greater part of the ftohc with the rings Even ihe 
ictum of his argosies, inevitable m the winding up of a tragi, 
comedy, leaves him still, I ftncy, a sombie figure m the bai^. 
giound For, in fact, Antonio’s melancholy preceded the loss 
of his tidies, and I iink that it has had very little to do With 
that, ot with the feat of death alhei, all the time At the begin- 
ning of the play he was going to lose somethmg much dearer 
to him than riches, his ftiend Bassanlo Bassamo had jujt 
bioken to him his mtended maiuage, and this it was that m^de 
him sad He ams not likely to explain to Gratiano or Salarino, 
but directly they had gone out he turned to Bassamo and 
showed on what his mind was tunning m the quick mquiry 

Well, teU me now what lady is the same 
To whom you swoie a secret pilgrimage. 

That you today promised to tell me of 

Consider, again, the scene described by Salarino at Bassanio’s 
embarking, still before any question of the miscarriage of his 
vessels can have come lo his ears, how 

His eye being big with teats, 
lurnmg his face, he put his hand behind hun. 

And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio’s band, and so they paited 

‘J think he only loves the world for him,’ says Salariho. 
Bassamo was meiely voyaging a few miles fioni Vemce, but it 
was to his wedding, and Antonio knew well how hardly the 
closest intimacies of bachelors survive the commg oF a 
worn in’s love 

A critic, for whose opimon I have the highest respect, atgues 
as igiinst this explanation of Antomo’s melancholy that 
‘Shikispeate would not have left such a main motive of the 
phj to the imagination of his audience’. But it is not a mam 
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motive of the play at all. On the conttaiy, as I have shti^y^ 
Antonio’s whole attitude is out of harmony with the svmny 
atmosphere which reigns throughout, and which haj its 
justification in the happy ending to which the audience atj 
presently to be wafted. I am inclined to doubt whether this 
particular point in the play was intended for the audience at 
all, and is not rather the intrusion of a personal note, an echo 
of those disturbed relations in Shakespeare’s private hfc of 
which the fuller but enigmatic record is to be found iti the 
Sonnets. Shakespeare, too, like Antonio, had lost a friend, and 
had lost him through a woman; nor does it seem to me to be 
inconsistent with any view which Shakespeare can be sup- 
posed to have taken of his art, that he should reserve some- 
thing behind the arras of a play for his own car, for the Secret 
consolation of his private trouble. 



HENRY THE FOURTH 


In Himj the Veurlh chronicle history becomes little mote than 
a tapestried hanging, dimly wrought with horsemen and foot- 
men, in their alarms and their excursions, which setres as a 
background to groups of living personages, conceived in 
quite another spirit and belonging to a very different order of 
reality. Shakespeare set out in the beginning to tell of ‘old, 
unhappy, fer-off things, and battles long ago’; but he turned, 
with a growing mastery of realistic delineation and an unabated 
interest in all that lay before his eyes, to interpolate his narra- 
tive with scenes that bore no tincture of antiquity, and to show 
the very age and body of die time his form and pressure in 
vivid transcripts of contemporary life as it was Uved from day 
to day in a Midland countryside or in the crowded streets of 
London town. Not since Chaucer painted, one by one, his 
pilgrims as they issued beneath the low archway of the Tabard 
in Southwark, had literature deigned to put upon record so 
ample a breadth of the varied web of English society. Here a 
group of carriers grumble to each other as they pack their 
horses by the light of a lanthom in order to reath Charing 
Cross before nightfall. Here a leisurely country gentleman 
talks with his bailiff of the sowing of Ae headland with ted 
wheat and the merits of a local dispute, or regales his friends 
with a last year’s pippin and a dish of caraways in the quiet of 
his scented orchard. And in the narrow passages of an East- 
cheap mvern drawers bustle to and fro scoring pints of bastard 
in the Half-Moon; Hostess Quickly gossips with Mistress 
Kcech the butcher’s wife, who has come in to borrow a mess 
of vinegar for a dish of prawns ; and a gang of riotous youths, 
with a disreputable old knight in their midst, drink limed 
sack and profit by the attentions of Mistress Dorothy Tear- 
sheet and her fellow pagans, to the enlivening accompaniment 
of Sneak’s noise. 
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In its turn all this tevel of local colour and raptdly shifting 
detail becomes the setting of a single great comic figure, an^ 
thcieby the plays attain the unity, which their intermediate 
position in the dramatic cycle that begins with Richard ik 
Second and ends with I hmj the Vijth makes it difficult for them 
to accomplish in any other way. Instead of the dynamic unity 
of an emotional Issue set and resolved in the course of the 
action, they have tlie static unity of a pervading humorous 
pcisonality. Sit John Falstaff represents the top of Shake- 
speare's achievement in the creation of an immortal comic type. 
Individual in the fullest sense, since general characteristics 
meet and mingle in him as in a veritable creature of flesh and 
blood, he is none the less typical and symbolical in that these 
general characteristics reach in him their most complete and 
monumental expression. In such a figure literature provides a 
standard to which ever after we refer half-insensibly our 
judgements not only of art but of humanity, We none of us 
know of Falstaff; but we all of us know persons some at least 
of whose traits find in Falstaff thmt archetype and quintessence. 
Shakespeare never produced anything else quite so great as 
Falstaff and in the same von. Bottom the weavet, Juliet’s 
nurse, Hamlet’s gravedigger, Sit Toby Belch; these and many 
others ate genuine comic types, in the sense here explained, 
but they ate all of lesser composition. Not can the Uncle Toby, 
the Doctor Primrose, the Caleb Baldcrstone, the Sam Weller, 
the Mis Elton, the Mts Poyser, of later writers equal this 
masterpiece. His sole rival is a contemporary, the ingenious 
gentleman, whose lineaments it is to he hoped we all of us also 
find among those of out acquaintances, Don Quixote de la 
Mancha. 

Shakespeate’s imagination, no less than that of his audiences, 
lingered affectionately atound (his creation. Falstaff pervades 
both parts of Heniy the Vourtb\ and if the heroic ideals of Berny 
the Fifth could hardly have endured the disillusion which a 
contact with so very unidcal and unhcroic a personality must 
needs have entailed, yet the insistence of royal as well as of 
popular taste was strong enough to compel the revival of the 
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^voutite RS a centre to the riotous and bourgeois mirth of 
Tbi Mtrrj Wms of Windsor. Of all the children of Shakespeare’s 
brain, Falstaff and his satellites ate alone thus privileged to 
prolong Iheit eristence beyond the limits of the play which 
gave them birth. The Msny Wms of Windsor is, of course, 
unmixeJ farce; and throughout the conception of Falstaff 
owes most of Its elements to the shaping hand of this first 
and tudet incarnation of the comic spirit, To tickle the gtoss 
ears and sliakc the lusty sides of Queen Bess and the ground- 
lings is his primacy function; and to this end he tesumea in 
himself all the familiar qualities of which, since before the 
dawn of recorded things, farce has made its mexhaustible and 
unvatjdng sport. He is a sot, a lecher, a coward, a cheat, a 
btaggatt, arid a hypocrite. And since it is by means of &e 
visible and physi^ infirmities of frail humanity that farce 
most easily calls up the unquenchable guffaw, Falstaff is not 
only eternally thirsty, but also incredibly and ridiculously fet. 
Ifls size lends half the point to his adventures, when he ‘lards 
the lean earth as he writs along’ after the encounter with his 
fellow-robbers on Gadshill, or at Shrewsbury calls upon 
Prince Henry to bestride him if he sees him down in the battle. 
‘And I had but a belly of any indifferency,’ he tells us, ‘I were 
simply the most active fellow in Europe; my womb, my 
womb, my womb undoes me.’ It is eminently characteristic 
of the direct and unsophisticated methods of fetce that allu- 
sions to Falstaff’s fatness largely take the place of repatte^ at 
the Boat’s Head tavern, and famish forth half the merriment 
of tile table. Prince Henry, in particular, is never tired of the 
tlieme, ‘A tan of man’, he calls Falstaff, and ‘batebone’, and 
‘sweet creature of bombast’, and ‘bed-presser’, and ‘horse- 
back-breaker and ‘huge hill of flesh’, and ‘martlemass’, and 
‘this wen’, and 'globe of sinfial continents’, and ‘that trunk 
of humours, that bolting-hutch of beastliness, that swollen 
parcel eff dropsies, that huge bombard of sack, that stuffed 
c!nak-bag of guts, that roasted Manning-ttee oz with the 
pudding in his belly’. With some justice, perhaps, does the 
victim complain tliat his tormentor has ‘the most unsavoury 
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similes’, and is, indeed, ‘the most comparative, tascallietf, 
sweet young prince’. Of himself Falstaff speaks more tenderly 
as ‘plump Jack’, and, although he admits that he was ‘born 
with a white head and something a round beUy’, he’is in tin 
main disposed to explain his physical condition as a conse- 
quence of his emotions. ‘A plague of sighing and gtiefi it 
blows a man up like a biadder.’ The prince, however, has 
alternative and perhaps more plausible hypothesis, that it is 
due to 'dtinlcing of old sack, and unbuttoning thee after 
supper, and sleeping upon benches after noon ’. It need not be 
said that the taste for sack, hardly less than corpulence, letrds 
itself admirably to the purposes of farce. It is undetstanded cf 
the people, and one may be sure that the actor who played 
Falstaff got his iaugh every time that he drained his cup or 
called for another on the plea that he were a rogue if he drank 
that day. And there is a humour, perhaps beyond the teach nf 
the groundlings, in the old toper’s philosophical commenda- 
tion of the virtues of a good sherris-sack, on the strength of 
which he declares, 'If I had a thousand sons, the first huntant 
^dncbplft I would, tfiarfs. them, should he, to fotawesi tbin 
potations and to addict themsdves to sack.’ 

For after all you have not exhausted Falstaff, when you 
have called attention to those broad and obvious feature* of 
his composition which fit him to walk the easy stage of ftren- 
Comedy is differentiated from force, not merdy by the lOore 
temperate gusts of laughter which it awakes, but also by tbn 
fact that it calls the brain to its assistance, and finds material 
for its diversion, less in the visible infirmities of the body “d 
soul of man than in the underlying inadeqnacies and incpo- 
sistencies of motive and ideal which a subtle psychologlc*f 
analysis lays bate. In the portrayal of Falstaff the mood* of 
comedy and of force are curiously interwoven. The comic 
spirit is busiest with him when he is aroused to an uneasy con- 
sciousness that his earthy mode of life requites some sort of 
justification. This justification generally takes the forW of 
depreciation of other persons on whom he chooses to lay die 
responsibility for his degradation. ‘And I have not forgotten 
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' what the inside of a church is made of, I am a peppercorn, a 
brewer’s horse. The inside of a church I Company, viilainons 
company, hath been the spoil of me.’ With characteristic impu- 
dence he upbraids Prince Henry himself. ‘Thou hast done 
much harm upon me, Hal. God forgive thee for it I Before I 
knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing; and now am I, if a man 
should speak truly, little better than one of the wicked.’ Or it 
is the ‘costermonger times’ diat are out of joint, and simple 
virtue can hardly hold its own. ‘In the state of innocency Adam 
fell; and what should poor Jack FalstafF do in the days of 
viilainy?’ An extra cup of sack readily works him up to the 
heights of self-pity. ‘Go thy ways, old Jack; die when thou 
wilt! If manhood, good manhood, be not forgot upon the &ce 
of the earth, then am I a shotten herring. There live not three 
good men unhanged in England, and one of them is fat and 
grows old. God help the while! A bad world, I say! ’ All this is 
not wholly insincere. In his saiad days, when he was page to 
Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, and might pass a jest 
with John of Gaunt himself, Falstaff had doubtless bright 
dreams which time and sack have woefully falsified. But his 
remotse is not to he taken too seriously; it is long since it has 
been much mote than a last refinement of luxury. And obvi- 
ously one cannot suppose that there is any sincerity at all in his 
grave statement to the Lord Chief Justice that, for his voice, 
he had ‘lost it with hallooing and singing of anthems ’. There 
are some indications that, as the plays were originally produced, 
there was a stronger element of conscious hypocrisy in Falstaff, 
which was subsequently expunged. The character is said to 
hsive once botne the name of Sit John Oldcastle, a famous 
fifteenth-century Lollard; and the picture drawn of him seems 
to have incurted the disapproval of the Puritans, and to have 
led to the intervention of Oldcasde’s powerful representative. 
Lord Cobham. ‘Oldcastle died a martyr,’ says the epilogue, 
‘and this is not the man.’ 

There is stuff for comedy, again, in the fact that Falstaff’s 
intellectual faculties have survived the shipwreck in which 
motality and even ordinary decent living have come to ruin. 
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His quick wits are always ready to save him from some disc 
hunuliation, to the brink of which he has been led by by 
cowardice ot his greed. His mental resource is inexhaustWe, 
No man is his master at a verbal retort, or in the goalie ait of 
making the worse appear the better cause. Again and again 
he is on the point of being cornered, and succeeds in turning 
the tables on his adversary by some deft counter-attack oi 
astounding license of mendacious assertion. Henry and Foiiu 
spend whole scenes in an elaborate intrigue to confound him 
over the imaginary highwaymen at GadshiU, and after all he 
eludes them with a roar of lai^hter and a hearty, ‘ By the Lord, 

I knew ye as well as he that made yel ’ Charged before the Chief 
Justice by Mistress Quickly with an ancient unpaid debt, he 
leaves the court gasping with the calm defence, ‘ My lotd, this 
is a poor mad soul; and she says up and down the town that 
her eldest son is like you.’ And did dishonesty ever find a 
mote complete apology than in his surprised, ‘Why, Hal, ’tis 
my Tocatioa, 'tis no sin for a man to labour in his voca- 
tion’? His strength lies in his uttei dwuSao. Provided that he 
come off best in a bout of verbal fience, he is ready to accept 
any moral judgement that may he formed of him with the 
most serene indifference. And so comedy disputes him for her 
own with farce. Farce is a rough-and-tumMe, but it is pre- 
cisely in such contrasts within the soul as those here indicated 
that comedy takes most delight. The most profoundly serious 
of the Muses, she has always, tiiroughout the long ages of 
literary history, made it her grave function to be preaching 
sincerity by the ironic exposure of shams. 

Let us put it to the credit of Falstaff that he had a genuine 
a^setion for the wayward young prince who condescended 
to be his boon companion. The blow that fell, when the 
crowned Henty renounced aii knowledge of him and his 
fool-bom jests, strack not merely at his purse, but at his heart. 
To Master Shallow his explanation is glib enough, as usual. 
Nevertheless he has had his death-sentence. In Hwiy th njti 
he passes away, meanly, behind the scenes; and Ancient 
Pistol ^waks Us epitaph, ‘ I lis heart is fracted and corroborate.’ 



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING 


Tragedy, comedy, tragicomedy, force; these and such like 
teinis as these are not merely the bloodless inventions of a 
literary historian enamoured of labels and ambitious to classify 
the creations of art, as naturalists classify the flowers of the 
field or the birds of the ait. They do actually answer to some- 
thing in die soul of things, and denote, tn however rough and 
summary a foshion, teal distinctions of kind among die 
methods by which, throughout the ages, the dramatist has 
accomplished his eternal aim of persuading a reluctant and 
self-centred audience to feel as he feels and see as he sees. 


Each kind has its own laws, or, if you will, its own atmosphere 
and its own temper or attitude towards life; and it is by 
remaining obedient to those laws or remaining sensitive to 
that atmosphere and that temper, that the dramatist achieves 
the unity of impression which is the essential condition of his 
triumphant appeal. Each kind moves, as it were, in its own 
plane, keeps its own distance from the observed facts of human 
life, imposes its own assumptions and makes its own ahstrac- 
tion from the heterogeneous motives to be discerned as 
partially and impetfeedy operative in that life. Dramatic 
consistency really means keeping in the plane; and the penalty 
of leaving the plane is the loss of dramatic illusion, always, 
where so much of visual realism and so much of psychological 
convention have to be reconciled, in perilously unstable 
equilibrium. It is no doubt a foolt of the Elizabethan drama, 
to be set against its remarkable humanity and its unbounded 
wealth of poetic invention, that, not having come to reflect 
upon the artistic conditions of its own existence, it too often 
foils to keep the plane. Its instinct is to be comprehensive, not 
to select or to reject, but to hold up its mittot at shifting angles 
to rite whole uncoordinated w’dter of things. Elements of 
tragedy, comedy, tragicomedy, and farce ate thrust together, 
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■without due care for the subordination of one to another, 
untfl the total effect of many a play is dissipated, and such 
dramatic result as it achieves is episodic, an affair of magnifi- 
cent sections of dialogue and moving single incidents, rather 
than of a designed and coherent -whole. Even Shakespeare’s is, 
more often than not, a wasteful and irregular greatness, 
although to greatness all things he permitted; not will you 
readily find a more typical example of precisely that incon- 
sistency of purpose and, as it were, clashing of dramatic planes, 
of which I have spoken, than in one of the acknowledged 
masterpieces of Shakespeare’s sunniest period, a play pulsing 
with vitality of every possible kind. Much Ado Akiif Nothing, 
Singular that Swinburne, most inspired and most errant of 
critics, should have selected among the qualtties of the play 
those of ‘absolute power of composition, faultless balance, 
and blameless rectitude of design’, for especial praise. Such a 
judgement is only, one feats, maintainable if exclusive atten- 
tion is paid to the technical and, no doubt, extremely adroit 
linking of scene to scene, -without regard to the mote import- 
ant matter of the juxtaposition of dramatic values thereby 
entailed. 

■What must, I suppose, be regarded as the central motive of 
Mjxb Ado About Nothing falls within the conception of tragi- 
comedy in that aggravated form of which the degenerate 
modem examples have earned the depreciatory name of 
melodrama. A gallant and noble youth. Count Claudio, is 
betrothed to a beautiful and irreproachable lady. Hero. 'The 
course of true love is forbidden to run smooth by the machina- 
tions of Don John, a thorough-paced villain of the deliberate 
Machiavellian type dear to the Elizabethan imagination. Don 
John is a dark and sinister figure, one 

Whose spirits toil iu frame of villainies, 

and whom at any moment you expect to hear say, like Barabbas 
in Tht of Malta - for the first but not, unfortunately, for 
the last time - 1 ‘ must dissemble ’.Don John’s plotting throws 
a cloud of suspicion on the fiiit fame of Hero. Claudio rejects 
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her at the steps of the altar. She is beUeved to be dead of grief 
and shame. Then, through mean instruments, the falsehood is 
revealed; the lady’s innocence is proclaimed; she is discovered 
to be living after all; and is restored to the arms of the lover 
with whom she is to bve happy ever after. The scheme is 
perhairs justified by the fine emotional handling of the scene in 
the church, and by the pathetic dirge sung over the wronged 
Hero while she is still thought by Claudio to be dead. But it is 
obvious that it belongs throughout to the melodramatic 
plane; and if you marvel at the insufficient evidence on which 
a grave slander against a spotless woman is accepted, or ex- 
press a doubt whether Claudio’s conduct was really such as 
should have been compensated by the recovery of his bride, 
the only possible answer is that these things are integral parts 
of the melodramatic formula, and cannot be distutbed wldiout 
risk of the whole ancient edifice tumbling to the ground. Any 
closer psychology would have been inconsistent with the 
distance at which melodrama makes its very abstract tendering 
of life. The critical justification, within its limits, is sound 
enough. A melodrama Is a melodrama, and can only hope to 
escape detection and retain its illusion by following the con- 
ventional lines which have been set for melodrama from before 
the beginning of time. 

But if the tale of Hero and the slanderous tongues is struc- 
turally the backbone of Much Ado About Nothing, it is none the 
less cleat that it is far from exhausting the dramatic interest of 
the play. Side by side with the tragicomic theme arranged to 
trap your emotions, there is also a theme of pure comedy 
lying in wait for your laughter in the paradox of the relations 
between Hero’s cousin Beatrice and Claudio’s friend Benedick. 
In the working out of the action Beatrice and Benedick come 
to figure even more largely than CTaudio and Hero themselves ; 
and from their names, it may be noted, the play seems at an 
early date to have derived an alternative title. Beatrice and 
Benedick are jesters at love, caught in the net of love and 
condemned in the fiice of all men’s mockery to betray them- 
selves as the inconceivably teady victims of the divinity, whose 
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colours they have flouted and whose reasonable service they 
have forsworn. Such ate the chosen sport of the comic spirit, 
whose virtue it always is, through the garlands of laughter 
with which it bedecks the surfiice of life, to lay its finger upon 
the follies and ahsutdities of those who hold themselves aloof 
from the natuial and wholesome laws which lie at the founda- 
tions of life. Shakespeare had handled the theme before, when 
he drew in Love's Labour's Lost the picture of the Eveless 
Eden of Navarre, whose flaming bulwarks fell at the first 
flutter of a troop of approaching petticoats. Rerowne and 
Rosaline are but faint sketches beside Benedick and Beatrice, 
Shakespeare came to Much Atlo About Notbhig, which some 
believe to be Love's Labour's iFofi, with a far finer sense for the 
delicious entanglements of intrigue, and a ripened humour 
which makes the eavesdropping scenes in Leonato’s orchard 
a joy for ever. This one may maintain, and yet be willing to 
admit that the wit-combats of the protagonists sometimes 
leave one aghast at the Elizabethan notion of repartee, and 
inspire a firm conviction that no clement in human culture is 
quite so fleeting in its transformations as the sense of what is 
funny in the give and take of dialogue. Benedick entreats 
Beatrice to remain obdurate in her desire never to hear a man 
swear he loves her, since ‘so some gentleman or other shall 
’scape a predestinate scratched face’; and the lady retorts, 
‘Scratching could not make it worse, and ’twete such a face 
as yours were.’ With such subtle quart and tierce of mind did 
they cross the dialectic foils in Messina. 

It is wit that evanesces, not humour, and since, while in 
Benedick and Beatrice wit and humour alternate, Dogberry 
and Verges are of humour compact throughout, it follows 
that, although the brilliancy of the formet pair is in places a 
little tarnished, that of the latter must always remain pure gold, 
This is, in truth, of the dramatist’s most authentic mintage, 
like Bottom the weaver, like Christopheto Sly, like Mrs 
Quickly, like Justice Shallow, like a score of other immortab, 
Dogberty and Verges are as eternal smiles upon the fiice of earth 
itsi^, the mellow fruit of that deliberate realistic observation 
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of the Anglo-Saxon idiosyncrasies of speech and thought, 
as they revealed themselves to him in burgess and lustic, -which 
links Shftkespeaie to Chaucer, and of all his innumetable gifts 
IS perhaps his most inalienable birthright 
But I came to bury Caesar, not to praise him. One must 
needs pay tribute of hom.ige both to Benedick and Beatrice 
Slid to Dogbciry and Verges when the occasion otfeto. Yet 
tht critical question remains to be faced, ho-w are these 
elements of pure comedy related to die tragicomedy whlcli is 
die main substance of Mmb Ado About Nothing, and how fat 
IS this lel ition consistent wnh that unity of impi ession which a 
great pi 13’ should, undeimbly, create'' Structuially, no doubt, 
the dovetailing is, as Swinburne pomted out. fouldess The 
constables and their clumsy following not merely come an 
pat to eftett the final rehabilitation of Hero , they also provide 
a scene of dramatic iiony in which Leonato is on the point of 
ptemaWrely duicovermg the plot against his daughter’s peace 
befoce it bursts, but for the lack of time or the patience 
necessary to disentangle their stupidities The gulling of 
Benedick and Beatrice, again, comes in simply and legitimately 
as a pastime between the betiothai of Hero and her wedding, 
and the merging of the two plots m the scene in which 
Beatrice bids W ptoteoting lover to kill Claudio is as perfect a 
piece of dramatic workmanship as can be imagined But I am 
not thmkmg so much of exteinal structure as of harmony of 
atmosphere and the preservation of the tragicoimc or melo- 
dramanc plane. And I do not see how it can be maintained 
that this docs not suffer woefully from bemg cut across by the 
whollv difierent plane to which the comic elements of the 
dnma belong Benedick and Bcatiice may be structurally 
subordinate to Qaudio and Hero. This does not prevent them 
from being a very living man and a very living woman, and as 
such infinitely moie interesting than the rather colourless lay 
figures of the melodrama The result is that it is the atmo- 
sphere of Benedick and Beatrice, not the atmosphere of 
< Uudio and Hero, which is peedominant in the play, and that 
the incidents of the melodiama are inevitably forced out of 
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their otvii plane and into the plane of comedy. Now the plane 
of comedy - of ordinary straightforward Shakespearean 
comedy, I mean not, of course, of fantastic comedy such as 
A Wiimmer Night's Dream or The Tempest - is far nearer to 
teal life than is the plane of melodrama. The triumph of comedy 
in Much Ado Aheut Nothing means therefore that the things 
which happen between Qaudio and Hero have to stand the 
test of a much closer comparison with the standard of reality 
titan they were designed to bear. Words and deeds, which 
might have passed muster in their own surroundings, become 
impossible hi the presence of Benedick and Beatrice. Before 
Beatrice’s ficry-souled espousal of her cousin’s cause, the 
conventions of melodrama crumble and Claudio stands re- 
vealed as the worm that he is, and that it should have been the 
dramapsds mam business to prevent the audience from dis- 
covering him to be. The whole of the serious matter of the last 
act necessarily fails to convince. Don Pedro and Claudio could 
not, outside the plane of melodtama, have been guilty of the 
insult of staying on in Lconato’s house and entering into 
teciiminations with him. Claudio could not have complacendy 
accepted the proposal to substitute a cousin for the bride be 
had wronged. Hero could not have been willing to be resumed 
by the man who had thrown her off on the unconfirmed sug- 
gestion of a fault Such proceedings belong to the chiatoscuio 
of melodtama; in the honest daylight which Benedick and 
Beattice bring with them, they are garish. 

Against this devastation of the unity of hiucb Ado About 
Nothing by the fatal clashing of the plane of its comedy with 
tlie plane of its melodtama, there is but one advantage to be 
set; and that is in the completion and rounding-ofi of the 
character of Beatrice which is made possible by her intetvea- 
tion in her cousin’s tragicomedy. High-spirited, witty, honest, 
shrewd of apprehension, capable of tenderness, all this we 
had seen or guessed her eatlier in the play ; but fot the dialogue 
with Benedick in the church we should never have known 
how her inmost soul is wrought of forged steel and gold, This 
h all to out profit, and yet it must be borne in mind that the 
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profit is only an episodic one, since, as the critic must never be 
weary of insisting, the object of a drama is not to depict 
character for its own sake, but always, by the help of depicted 
characters, to effect the transference from author to audience 
of emotions or of ideas. 



HENRY THE FIFTH 


1 1' exception is made for King John, which stands alone and 
singulat, and the belated Heary the Eighth, the ‘Histories’ of 
Heminges and Coiidell’s classification fall natuially enough 
into two distinct gtonps or cydes of four plays apiece. There 
ate the Plantagenet cycle containing Riciard the Second, and the 
two parts of Henry the Fourth, and Henty the Fifth, and the 
York and Lancaster cycle containing the three parts of Henry 
the Sixth and Richard the Third. One may call them tetralogies, 
if it is kept cleaily in mind that the parallelism with the Greek 
drama, which the term suggests, has its origin, not in a mere 
archaeological fantasy of the Renaissance, but in a teal analogy 
between die solutions of analogous dramatic problems. It is 
improbable that Shakespeare had made his study of the 
methods of Aeschylus ; but it is certain that, when he began to 
replace by a structural unity the mete succession of events 
which had satisfied the comj^ers of the earlier chronicle plays, 
he had the same task before him which confronted Aeschylus, 
when he undertook to weave into a beginning, middle, and 
end a series of dramatic narratives drawn &om the legendaries 
of the house of Atreus or the house of Oedipus. 

The earlier tetralogy is of course that of York and Lancaster, 
which seems to d,ite from about 1591 to 1594, when Shake- 
speare was as yet, so f,it at least as three of the four plays are 
concerned, little more than a futbisher up of other men’s 
work. The later one, with which be occupied himself, perhaps, 
less continuously between 1 594 and 1599, shows a considerable 
advance towards the goal of structural unity. Instead of the 
forma! opposition of the two houses, which hardly serves to 
link the string of historic episodes from the siege of Rouen to 
Bosworth Field, there is a deliberate and effective contrast of 
types of character in the portraiture of the tiirec succesisivc 
kings, which forms the basis of a genuine dramatic study of 
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kingship. The antithesis between Richard, the flower-like king 
of pageantry and poetic speech, and the elder Henry, the 
strong resolute crown -grasper, is reconciled into unity, by a 
truly Hegelian process, in the figure of the younger Henry, 
whicli is the climax of the whole development. Like Richard, 
Henry is king liy right divine, in virtue of his birth and 
parentage; like liis father, lie is king by virtue of his capacity 
fur kingship and of tlie subtle something in bis blood which 
makes it pulse in harmony with the blood of the people whom 
he leads. He has the external gifts and graces of Richard, with- 
out Richard’s decadent soul; he has Bolingbroke’s magnetic 
personality, without the slain of blood and usurpation which 
Bolingbtoke could never wipe off. He is therefore the ideal 
king, the divinely chosen representative and embodiment of 
the spirit of England. Even formally, it will be observed, he 
holds the tetralogy together, from the first mention of his 
frolic boyhood at the end of Richard the Semd, through the 
riot and the budding valours of Henry tire Foar/b, until he takes 
his kinghood on, and blaaes forth, 'his vanities fotespent', in 
the glitteting careers of Agincoutt. 

If, on the other hand, one changes the point of view, and 
regards dramatic handling, tather than dramatic structure, 
there is, of course, far less similatity between Richard the Second, 
henry the Fourth, and Henry the Fifth, than between Henry the 
Sixth and Richard the Third. The earlier series of plays has all 
the effect of a continuous composition, written in a common 
style, the characteristics of which only increase in intensity 
towards the close. The latter was evidently laid down and 
taken up at intervals during a considerable period, and bears 
tlw marks of various stages in the development of Shake- 
S|Karc’s litetaty manner. Richard the Second is the lyrical history, 
just as Romeo and Juliet is the lyrical tragedy and A h/Udsummet 
Ni^ht’t Dream is the lyrical comedy. Its wealth of rhyme, 
highly wrought poetry, and Insistent pathos belong to an 
experiment towards making drama more directly the expres- 
sittn of an emotional mood than it is by its nature very well 
fitted to be. Charles Kean caught the spirit of it when, as Pater 
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says, the play became in his hands, ‘like an exquisite petfbtm- 
ance upon the violin Ht/ay tin Fourth is of a vety different 
tempet. The instinct of poetty has given way to the instbct of 
tealistic obsetvatiofl, and the political theme, aithongh by no 
means lost sight of, ptacticaUy sinks into subordination to 
those wonderful pictures of London life as it was lived 
in the highways and taverns of Eastcheap. In Ihnry tk Fifth 
it is resumed. Falstaff, too dangerous a competitor for Henry 
with the suffrages of any audience, is remorselessly suppressed, 
and his ragged regiment in their turn serve but to furnish forth 
part of the background against which the heroic personality 
is reiieved. Hmiy the Fifth is far more closeiy reiated to SJehord 
tie Second than is either of them to Ae mingled web of chronicle 
and comedy that has intervened. Yet the earlier manner is not 
wholiy recaptured after the four or five years’ interval. Both 
plays are primarily plays of emotion, but the emotion is of 
distinct types. In VJehard the Second it is a lytic flood of pity 
which wdla up around the slowly gathering fete of the 
beautiful ineffective king; in Fbmy the Fifth the impulse is one 
of patriotic exaltation, a communal rather Aan a personal 
emotion, and one which touches the verse less with the lyric 
colour than with that of a vivid and sincere rhetoric. 

Patriotism, indeed, is the keynote of the play. One may 
fairly regard it as the most complete expression of that height- 
ened national self-consciousness, which is so characteristic a 
feature of Ae latter years of Eiixabe A’s chequered and anxious 
reign. It sums up, once and for all, the whole of that dramatic 
tendency, which took its origin in the enthusiasms of the 
Armada year and is responsible for the vogue and elaboration 
of Ac chronicle play. Ten years had elapsed smee the Armada ; 
and it is tempting to connect the immediate inspiration of 
Hw/y jfo Fifth wiA the renewed stimulus given to the patriotic 
order of ideas by the exploits of the Earl of Essex and his 
gallant company during the filibustering expedition to Cadiz 
in lypfi and Ae less successful island voyage to Ae Azores in 
I s 97. Essex is of course 'the general of out gracious empress ’, 
Ae hope of whose glorious return from Ireland, 
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Bringing mbdlion btoTcbed upon his swoid, 

gives occasion for one of Shakespeare’s comparatively rare 
duect allusions to contemporary history in the prologue to the 
Fifth Act. I do not of course suggest, after the manner of too 
nuny Cl itics, that the poet’s Henry is in any way to be regarded 
as a ‘potttail’ of Essex, although it is certainly the case that a 
ye.ii or two after the play was written the Lotd Chamberlain’s 
company was employed in the interests of the earl, and on the 
very eve of his ill-starred enterprise of February idoi gave 
before Ins followers a performance of Richard the Semii, which, 
justly ot not, was mterpreted at his trial as an attempt to arouse 
prejudice against the tyranny of ftichaid’s successor, Elizabeth. 
At least there can be no doubt that from 1556 to ij 99 Essex 
was the centre and focus of national feeling, the darling hope 
of all those who looked to see England a power upon the seas 
and the champion of the Protestant cause in Europe. A few 
months after Henry the Fifth was put upon the stage. Essex 
had returned indeed from beland, but not gloriously, and at 
his fill the star of nationahsm waned, hardly to lighten again 
through the long days of James and his cloud of Spanish 
intrigues. Drayton’s fine ode of Agitiamrt, printed not later 
than ifiofi, sounds already like a fiimt and ftir-off echo of the 
forgotten Elizabethan dream. 

But the dream is still a reality in Henry the Fifth. It is a paean 
which Shakespeare comes singmg, in glorification of the 
dauntless spirit and invlnable endurance of Englishmen, of the 
folk at unity with itself, among whom king and nobles, 
yeomen and peasants, vie with one another to show the mettle 
of their pasture. Even the arrogant French cannot withhold 
their admiration from the ‘nook-shotten isle of Albion’, 
whose batley-btoth can decoct cold blood to such a heat. 
■This isLuid of England’, says the Dauphin, ‘breeds very 
vahant creatures; their nustiffe are of unmatchable courage.’ 
And in the fiont of all is Henry himself, ‘the mirror of all 
Christian kings’, one who goes to battle as to a sacrament, 
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and would rathfit be on the weatet than the stronger side, 
for 

If it be a sin to awct honour, 

I am the most offending soul alive. 

Henry’s secret is that ho is so fully representative of his fellow 
countrymen. '1 he Dauphin taunts him with his wilder days: 

Not mcasnting what use we made of them. 

But in reality his ‘huinoruus youth’ has l>een his period of 
training for kingship. 'Unseen, yet ctcscive in his faculty,’ he 
has come, through close contact with wliat is bad as well as 
what is good among his kind, to e-xercisc a sure empire over 
the souls of men, and to be their true leader in the day of 
stress. Even the incorrigible mfBao and cut, Pistol, feels the 
finer influence, and cries omaaed, ‘I love the lovely bully I ' and 
his mete presence as he rides through the camp is sufficient to 
knit men’s sinews and steel their hearts: 

That very wretch, pining and pale befoie. 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks. 

A liitgess universal like the sun 
Ills liberal eye doth give to every one. 

Thawing cold fear, that mean and gentle all 
Behold, av nuy unvotthiness define, 

A little touch of Harry in the night. 

Harry sets the spirit of the play; and this spirit is pure Eng- 
lish. As if with some deliberate intention to make his picture 
representative, Shakespeare has filled the canvas with figures 
which typify every element in the mixed blood of the race. 
Fludlcn the Welshman, Maemonris the Irishman, and Jamy 
the Scots capfciin jostle in the field of valour with honest 
Saxon Williams. And with the virtues of nationalism go its 
defects. To our modern thinking the lust of conquest is at 
once base and terrible, A spirited foreign policy has its reaction 
in the itietadicable tendency to regard mete matters of domestic 



HENRY THE FIFTH 


concern as not worth taking thought for. The Icing tells the 
French amhassador how: 

Wc never valued this poor scat of England^ 
and one recognizes the prototype of the blatant modern im- 
pei’Uliiit, with his insolent talk of *little England*. Henry 
himself can do a cruel thing in the pursuit of his high purpose. 
(Jne cannot ^juiie forget poor Jack Falstaff, whose heart was 
fraclcd and corroborate, liefore he died, by the bad humours 
which had been run upon him; and the treatment of Jack 
FalstflfF remains a stain even upon ‘the mirror of all Christian 
kings’. One need not suppose that Shakespeare was blind to 
all this, or regarded his ideal king as a being necessarily exempt 
from all criticism. Certainly he is by no means unaware of the 
dark shadows that edge what a later poet has called ‘ the sound 
of splendour of England’s war’, of 

The widows’ tears, the orphans* cries, 

Thu dead men’s blood, the pining maidens* groans; 

and of the desolation of a land wherein 

AH her husbandry doth lie on heaps. 

Corrupting in its own fertility. 

Her vine, the merty chcccer of the heart, 

Unpeuned dies; her hcdge«> even-pleached. 

Like prisoners wildly ovcrgiown with hair, 

Put forth disordered twi^; her fallow leas 
'Ihc darnel, hemlock and rank fumitory 
Doth root upon, while that the coulter rusts 
I'hat should deracinate sudi savagery. 

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, bumet and green clover, 

Wanting ihc scythe, all uncoirectcd, rank, 

Conceives by idleness and nothing teems 
But hateful docks, tough ihistlcR, kccltscs, burs, 

Losing both beauty and utility. 

Obviously, too, a dramatist who can include Pistol, Nym, and 
Barclolpli m the same army with a Henry and a Williams has 
not failed to look upon the seamy side of imperialism. 



SHAKESPEARE: A SURVET 

Such a theme as that of J-fewy tht Fifth, when put upon the 
stage, naturally calls for some elaboration of scenic setting, 
Patriotism loves the blare of trumpets and drums, glittering 
coats and the pomp and circumstance of alarms and excnr- 
sions. It is always interesting when Shakespeare becomes his 
own critic, and the choruses to Heitty the Fifth betray him as 
preoccupied with the inadequacy of his limited methods of 
production to answer to the stage-manager’s ideal: 

Pardon, gentles all. 

The flat utuaised s{»cits that hath dated 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring fotth 
So great an objecti Can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of Ftance? Or may we cram 
Within this wooden O the very casques 
That did affidght tie air at Agincourtf 

Or again: 

And so our scene must to the battle fly; 

Where - O for pityl - we shall much disgrace 
With four or five most vile and ragged foils, 

Kight lU disposed in btawl ridiculous, 

The name of Agincoutt. 

So Shakespeare provides the refutation of those who deny the 
propriety of calling in the stage-catpenter and costume- 
designer to do their share, in such a degree as discretion and a 
sense of proportion may suggest, in the presentation of his 
plays. It was his poverty and not his will that consented to the 
primitive arrangements which an archaeological fantasy of our 
day has elevated into an artistic gospel. He disposes you his 
ragged foils with an apology. But it is the art of the diamatist 
to sting the imagination of his audience into supplying for 
itself what may be lacking in the visual illusion. Hence the 
martial ting and hard brillhtnce of so much of the vetse of the 
play, in which Shakespeare’s style reaches its zenith of object- 
ivi^ and rhetoric. Hence the unfailing imagery, the abundant 
eloquence, the swelling phtase. Hence, above all, the choruses 
themselves, which endeavour by strenuous description to add 
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what the action must needs omit, and through which the total 
impression left upon the spectator has something of an epic, 
rather than of a strictly dramatic character. Within its limits 
all is magnificent; but the limits are unmistakable. Here you 
have a Shakcspe.iie playing on the surface of life, much occu- 
pied with externalities and the idols of the forum. And with 
the exception of a few unconsidered words that fall from the 
mouth of a woman of no reputation, there is nothing that is 
intimate, nothing that touches the depths. 
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Jwiius Caesar’, which most recent schokts - bettajed, 
perhaps, by the notion of a ‘tragic period’ in Shakespeare’s 
derdopment beginning only after the last of the "joyous 
comedies’ had been completai - have agreed to date in i6or, 
is found, upon a doser rereading of the facts of htetary history, 
to bdong rather to i j 99. The point is not ■wholly unimpoitant, 
and is at least interesting as a refutation of that extreme school 
of philosophical and aesthetic criticism, which too often 
ailects to dismiss the nice investigation of dates and occasions 
of production as no mote than a profitless pedantry. In itself 
the establishment of the chronological order of the plays 
mattera but Utde; it becomes of significance ■when It helps to 
determine the relations in which those plays stand to each 
other, and to fix the stations by which the poet’s unresting 
thought moved in its progress across the vast issues of time 
and eternity. In the interpretafion of Julius Caesar it is of the 
first moment to realize that it was probably written immedi- 
ately after Httity the Fifth, and that its speculative outlook upon 
fife begins precisely where that of Hemy the Fifth leaves oS 
The similarity of the two plays, both in theme and in manner, 
only needs to be stated in order to carry conviction. There is 
the same preoccupation with a political problem in the tda- 
tions of leader and mob, and the same fiow of inexhaustihle 
eloquence in which, as at no other period of Shakespeare’s 
career, speech is aptly and lucidly fitted to the precise ideas 
■which it undertakes to convey. This is wholly true of Hiuiy the 
Fjf/i, and it is true of the greater part of fulius Caesar, although 
here there is already from time to time some foretaste of the 
mote troubled expression of later plays, in which the pink and 
white of perfect rhetoric is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of 
thought. But this slight divergence of style is ody sympto- 
matic <rf a fat more deep-seated opposition of temper, wliich 
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my be briefly but accurately summed up in the formula that 
1 leiirf the filth and Jii/iiis Caesar treat the same suhject-matter, 
the <jnc as a heroic play, the other as a tragedy. Hemy tbs 
fifth is a paean of the superman in the guise of the popuiar 
hero. Its emotional basis is triumphant nationalism, the 
exultation ol ii folk in the ‘efficient’ champion, who incarnates 
their dreams of military glory none the surely lltat in the 
glanir)ut the strains of hardness which enable him to rise by 
tumpling uison the licatts of his friends pass unperceived. 

It is the superman, again, who is dealt with in Julius Caesar, 
in a very different mood indeed from that of Agincourt, but 
with no less unhesitating recognition of his efficiency and his 
inevitablencss. The Caesar of Shakespeare is the Caesar of 
Mommsen, ‘the botn ruler, who governs the minds Of men 
as the wind drives the clouds’. He stands alone and unpar- 
alleled. His bodily infirmities, the falUng-sickness and the fever, 
only serve to throw into atronget relief the powers of will and 
personal magnetism whereby he gets the start of the majestic 
world and beats the palm alone. For the dramatic value of this 
effect, Shakespeaie departs from Plutarch and fidsifies history, 
representing the competent athlete, who in fact saved his own 
life by swimming in the hatbour of Alexandria, as indebted to 
Cassius for hearing him, spent and wearied, out of the torrentof 
Tdiet. It IS noteworthy in the play that the impression which 
it yields of Caesar’s greatness is kirgely afforded by his own 
self-conscious utterances. He speaks of himself more than once 
with a touch of awe in the third person, and is ready to dwell 
upon his own steadfastness of soui and withdrawal from the 
we.iknesses of liis fellows; 


and; 


1 am constant as the noinhcm star; 


Be not fond, 

To think that Caesar bears such icbcl blood. 
That u ill bo cluwcd from the true quality 
With that which meitetb fouls ^ 
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Rad; 


Cangct kao\r8 full well 
That Caesar is more dangerous than he. 
Wc are two lions littered in one day, 
And I the elder and rnorc terrible, 


This aelf-kudadoa, which is not perhaps wholly inconsistent 
with the view of Decius Brutus that Caesar is 'then most 
flattered’, when he is told that he hates flatterers, serves in its 
tom Shakespeare’s dramatic purpose. It creates an atmosphere 
of iPpts, of greatness becoming overripe and toppling to its 
fldl, which hangs the earlier scenes of the play about with 
dramatic irony. And none the less it carries conviction, as an 
estimate, not merely of what Caesar would be taken to be, but 
of what he is. It is reinforced by that finer, if only because less 
self-conscious, saying upon which the whole fete of the con- 
spiracy against Caesar turns; 

Vhat touches us ourself shall be last served; 


and by the independent testimony of two such wholly different 
personalities as Antony and Brutus. It is to himself, and not as 
a lure to the conspirators ot a goad to the populace, daat 
Antony murmurs before Caesar’s corpse: 

Thou act the ruins of fee noblest man 
That ever lived in the dde of times. 


Even in the glow of moral indignation against tyranny, Brutus 
acknowledges 

I have not known when bis affections swayed 
More than his reason; 

and long after, he reminds Cassias of the obligation to high 
ideals imposed upon those 

That struck the furemost man of oU this world. 

The superman fells in Caesar, but supermanity does not fall 
with him, for Antony is at once ready to step into the vacant 
place, and to become the heir of Caesar, just as Caesar himself 
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had been the heir of ‘great Pompey’. In Antony you have a 
second type of the ‘efficient’ man, none the less complete and 
dangerous because he hides his efficiency under a Bacchic mask 
and a wreath of flowers. Antony is ‘gamesome’; he has a 
‘ipiick spirit’ which ‘ioves plays’; he 

Is given 

To spnirs, to wildness, and much company. 

This deceives Brutus, but it docs not deceive Shakespeare, or 
the audience who have alretidy, with Shakespeare, watched 
the emergence of a Henry the Fifth from a wanton and roister- 
ing youth. Antony teaches Octaadus to ride Lepidus as a 
horse; 

It is a creature that I teach to fight. 

To wind, to stop, to run directly on. 

Ilia corporal motion governed by my spirit; 

and the amazing scene in the market-place, in which under 
the very menace of death he makes himself mstant master of 
the situation, winds the conspirators, themselves ‘the choice 
and master-spirits of this age’, round his litde finger, and 
seizes the one opportunity afforded to turn the passions of the 
mob irrevocably against them, shows clearly enough that bis 
power over his fellow men is by no means confined to such 
slight unmeritable creamtes as Lepidus. One may stop to 
point out the delight which, here as elsewhere, and notably in 
certain scenes of KiebarJ the Third, Shakespeare takes in pamt- 
ing from inside the processes of the bom actor and the 
musician-touches with which he plays upon hearts. 

But if Hcmy tk Fifth and Julitis Caesar have it in common 
that they ate domituited by the conception of the superman, 
they diftet most profoundly in the sentiments and emotions 
which the spectacle of the superman is used to evoke. In Hemy 
the Fifth your sympathy is claimed from beginning to end for 
the liero; the play is a glotification of leadership, a dramatized 
epic, futius Caesar tevetses this point of view; the superman 
still triumphs, but your sympathy is to be transferred from 
119 
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him to the idealist who makes head against him, and who is 
doomed in the end to go down before the Durandal of his 
efSdency. No exultation, bat pity and awe, ate the burden of 
the event It was pethapa natural that Caesar should provide a 
title, as he had done for so many earlier dramas of the Renais- 
sance, including that in which Polonius piayed the title-iole and 
was Med like a calf in the university of Wittenberg; but it is 
in Brutus rather than either in Caesar or in Antony that the 
centre of emotional interest is to be found. And so the last note 
on which you leave the theatre is a memory, from the mouth 
of Antony, not of Caesar, but of Brutus: 

This was the noblest Roman of them all. 

Brutus, murdering from philosophy, stands for the revulsion 
of humanity against the superman, who, when you get him 
out of the circumstance of wat into that of peace, and out of 
the medieval atmosphere into that of a free community, be- 
comes revealed for nothing else than what he is - plain tyrant 
The stand of freedom against tyranny is elementary righteous- 
ness. and in Brutus the conscience of freedom is personified. 
Antony, posing as Chorus, admits that his action was taken 
‘in a general honest thought and common good to all*. When 
the call came to him, he was ‘with himself at war’. The 
tradition of his house, the established reputation of one who 
for his virtue ‘sat high in all the peo^e’s hearts’, formed 
claims which could not be set aside wifoout disloyalty to an 
exalted sense of honour. He had no personal cause to spurn at 
Caesar, whom he loved and admired; nor was there anything 
congetual to him in consiuracy with the ‘dangerous brow’. 
His resolution was determined by nothing meaner than 

The sotferanee of out souls, the time’s abuse. 

To such idealism a foil is provided by the less reputable 
motives of some at least of tl® other conspirators, who 

Did that they dU in envy of great Caesar. 

Cassius is not without sparks of greatness in him, but Cassius 
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himself should have been a cupermao if fete had willed it so 
What Ilka him is not so much that the old civic ideals of ftee- 
dom and ctjuolity should be set at nought, as that he personally 
should he an nndtthng, and live in awe of such a thing as he 
hiinsell 1 his is not to saj that he is all hjnsoerite A completer 
amhiis miirht dbcntinglc sttatns of sincetity and of self- 
seU 10" cuiimisly mtciwoven in his composition But when 
In. piilj on the antique Roman ind voices his formulas of 
libcity to lonspintoi after conspirator, one has an uneasy 
feeling thtt the togi does not wholly fit him, and it is not 
dtogether a surprise u hen it conies to be whispered amongst 
his colleagues that Cassius has an itching palm And heie 
comes m the irony of the pha, th.it after all it is Cassius, and 
nit the idealist Biutus, nho might, if the opportunity had been 
hib, have brought to the conspiracy just that element of 
erticiencv which was needed to turn it mto a triumpliant 
revolution Alotal enthusiasms have not bhnded his eyes to 
plain f lets .ind their consequences 

He IS a great observer, and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men 

Caesar is no mean judge of a man, and liad the name of Caesar 
been liable to tear, it is the spare, seldom-smihng Cassius that 
he « ould have held d ingerous Bui efticienev is only as dust in 
the halanee when weighed against character; the conspirators 
aie hopelessly under the spell of Brutus, Cassius himself no 
less dun the test, as it u the dramatic function of the femous, 
dthmigh peihaps somcuhit dispropoitionate, quariel-scene 
to show, and once again lofty ethical ideals ate allowed to 
V leak their full h is oc in the world Thice several times 
< assiu, ut'es the course ot prictical wisdom, and the head- 
stioiig ind opiimistie senlimtnt of Brutus decides againsl him 
v ith fvtil lesiilts He would have Antony fall with Caesar, 
in J the ide.di ,t, s, ho h is no conception of the hidden Antony, 
leplies 

I et us he su liheer., but not butehers, Cams 
He would mtecsene .igain to keep Antony out of the pulpit 
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in the matket-pkcc, but Biutua, bent on doing the genetons 
thing, will not heed the twitch at his elbow, and Antony gets 
the eat of the people, which is all he needs fot his rav to, 
Finally, after the quarrel, he is overruled by the fatalistic desire 
of Brutus to take the tide of fortune at its flood, and meet the 
enemy at Philippi, although he is indeed the better soldier, and 
knows that the wiser policy would be to keep the hills ami 
upper regions. 

It is to a despondent view of life, then, that Shakespeate has 
passed from the light-hearted and complacent heroics of Btiuy 
tbs Viffh. Between this Brutus and feis Antony a plain issue is 
set It IS righteousness matched against efficiency and showing 
itself clearly impotent iii the unequal contest. Flad we only to 
do with the fete of individuals, it might pass. But the selection 
of the artist makes his puppets mote than individuals. They 
stand for spiritual forces, and in the spiritual order the triumph 
of effidency over righteousness is tragic stuff. 
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Hi 1 OR I It Tm Lih It Zoilus h disarmed The temper of 
the pl.iy IS so (leifect, us poetiy lo mellow and so golden, that 
the entu svould fun hold his hand in fear that, when all has 
h^ui Slid, he oh ill but seem in his curiosity to have rubbed off 
the marvellous dust from the wmgs of a butterfly. Here you 
haic a Shahespeare, *'1;, yonM-ws us lord of his art, laun ched 
tiiumphantly onte foi all u pon thehigh tide of rnmanre. He 
has come to the plenitude of his powers H e has fo und jiis 
rh.irac teristic formula , and rt e have nothmg to do but to hsten 
to the bugles blown as he hunts the quarry of his theme through 
the intricate glades and tangles of his bosky imagination As 
I oil Liki It IS romance incarnate. AE the wonderful elements 
of the secular tradition are gathered together there in its 
lightheaned compass There is the r omance of ftiendsbip in 
Rosalind and Celia, Tike Juno’s swans, still coupled and insepai- 
ablo ’ , the romance o.f Adam’s loyalty . ‘ the constant service of 
the antique world’, the romance of love at first sight , acknow- 
ledged m words b) the smitten Phebe’s quotation of dead 
Mailowe’s saw, and acknowledged as the mamspring of the 
w hole plot when joung Orlando wresded and overthrew more 
than his enenues, and witty Rosalind, for all hei cousm’s 
warning, fell deeper in love than with safety of a pure blush 
she might in honour come oft again Then you have Orlando 
,is the tvpicil lover of romance, the lovc-shaked sonneteer, 
hanging his odes upon hawthorns and his elegies upon 
bnimblts, and abusing the young plants with caivmg ‘Rosa- 
lind’ upon their b.uks You have the conventional issues of 
roiu incc m the w ind-up of the story; the sudden changes of 
fortune which btti.iv .1 beneficent disposer of events, the 
icpentancc of Olivet and the conveision of Fiedenck to a 
religious life, wherelij the banished duke returns &om exile 
.iiid Oikindn wins his fathet’s inheritance, and eaithly things 
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in the matket-place, but Bmtus, bent on doing the geneicnis 
thing, will not heed the twitch at his elbow, and Antony gets 
the eat of the people, which is all he needs for his mv am 
Finally, after the quatiel, he is overiuled by the fatalistic desire 
of Brutus to take the tide of fottune at its flood, and meet the 
enemy at PhiUppi, although he is indeed the better soldier, and 
knows that the wiser pohey would be to keep the hills and 
upper regions 

It 13 to a despondent view of life, then, that Shakespeare hts 
passed fiom the light-hearted and complacent heroics of Hmf 
the Fifth Between this Brutus and this, Antony a plam issue is 
set. It IS righteousness matched against effiaency and showing 
Itself deaily impotent m the unequal contest Had we only to 
do with the fate of individuals, it might pass But the selection 
of the artist makes his puppets more than individuals They 
Stand for spiritual foices, and in the spiritual order the triumph 
of efficiency over ughteousness is tiagic stuff. 



AS YOU LIKE IT 


lir.i'Oiu. /If Yw/ Like It Zoitas is disatraed. The temper of 
the play is sn perfect, its poetry so mellow and so golden, that 
the critic would fain hold his hand in fear that, when all has 
been said, he shall hut seem in his curiosity to have tubbed off 
the marvellous dust from the wings of a butterfly. Here you 
h.ive a Shakespeare, tljj^t ponscious lord of bis arr, launched 
triumphantly once for all u pon the hig h fomanre. He 

has come to the plenitude of his powers. H e has found Us 
characteristic formula : and we have nothing to do but to liten 
to the bugles blown as he hunts the quarry of his theme through 
the intricate glades and tangles of his bosky imagination. As 
Yea Like It is romance incarnate. All the wonderful elements 
of the secular tradition ate gathered together there in its 
lighthearted compass. There is the romance of faendshin in 
Rosalind and Celia, ‘like Juno’s swans, still coupled andinsepar- 
able’i the romance of Adam’s lovaltv . 'the constant service of 
the antique world'; the romance of love at first sight , acknow- 
ledged in words by the smitten Phebe’s quotation of dead 
Marlowe’s saw, and acknowledged as the mainspring of the 
whole plot when young Otlando wresded and overthrew more 
than his enemies, and witty Rosalind, for all her cousin’s 
warning, fell deeper in love tlian with safety of a pure blush 
she might in honour come off again. Then you have Orlando 
as the typical lover of romance, the love-shaked sonneteer, 
hanging his (idc.s upon hawthorns and his elegies .upon 
hnimldes, and abusing the young plants with carving ‘Rosa- 
lind ’ upon their batks. You have the conventional issues of 
toiiunce in the wind-up of the story; the sudden changes of 
fortune vhich betray a beneficent disposer of events, the 
repenl.mcc of Oliver and the conversion of Fiedetick to a 
religious life, whereby the banished duke returns from exile 
.md Orlando wins his fathet’s inhctitance, and earthly things 
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made even atone together beneath the blessing of Hymen, 
Above all, you have the romantic spirit of adventure with 
which ihe play is liUecfr and never more high-spirited and 
picturesque company of knight-errant and squire and dwaif 
set out on thch enterprise in Pahnerin of En^Jand and AimMs oj 
Goril, than this of Rosalind with curlle-axe upon her thigh, 
and Celia smirched witli umber, and the roynish clown. As 
Yost L/^e It is one of the plays, so numerous above all at the 
midmost stage of Shakespeare’s development, which arc 
dominated by their women; and if one polled the company of 
readers for their choice of a heroimjj^although some would 
swear fealty to Imogen’s endurance or Beatrice’s ardent soul, 
and I mysdf make my reserve of devotion to Portia, yet it can 
hardly be doubted that the majority of suffrages would be 
Rosalind’s. %itty and brave, audacious and tender, with a 
grace that her doublet and hose cannot pervert, and a woman- 
hood that they carmot conceal, it is indeed she that gives the 
piece its special human charm, its n ote of sane and joyous 
vilality . 

And yet, splendid as is Rosalind’s, there is an even greater 
part in As Ye« UMt ll And that is the part of the Forest of 
Arden. Commentators dispute whediet Arden is a duchy on 
the coniines of France and Germany, or whether it bes north 
of the Avon in Warn-ickshire, just as they dispute whether 
the island of Tfe Tempest is this or that little nook of land in the 
Mediterranean. Actually, of course, it too i s the essential fores t 
of omwee, with its strange fauna and ilora, its possibilities of 
a lioness beneath every hush, its olive-trees and its osiers, its 
palms and its oaks growing together. It is here that men live 
like the old Robin Hood of England, fleeting the time care- 
lessly as they did in the golden world. We have travelled 
through it already, in Tk Two Gentktsen of Verona. Then it 
stood between Milan and Mantua, and the outlaws swore in it 
‘by tlte bare scalp of Roliin Hood's fat friar’, In its purlieus 
lie die pleasant pastoral lands whicli Theocritus invented, and 
after him Virgil and Mantuan sang of, where peaceful shep- 
herds feed their flocks, careless of the court, and vexed only 
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by the pains of love and the cruelty o£ a disdainful mistress. 
We are ahvays conscious of the forest in As Yon UiiJtJi is 
something mote than a mete scenic background; a spiritual 
fo.aa, bringing medicine to the hurt souls of men. XheTianislied 
duke bis the sentiment of it: 

ikilh not rid custom made this life more aurcet 

i'liaii that of p.iinted pomp? Arc not these woods 

More fiee from peril than the envious court? 

Thus A I Yen Like It does for the Eiizabelhan drama what the 
long string of pastoral poets, Spenser and Sidney, Lodge and 
Greene, Drayton and Browne, and the test, had already done, 
or were still to do, for Elizabetbin lyric. The temper of it is 
not stiicdy the temper of the actual country-dweller as that has 
filed our later literature for the last century. It is rather the 
te mper of urban disillu sion, the instinctive craving of the man 
who has been long in cities pent for green fields and quiet 
nights. And no doubt it yields rather a mirage of the country 
tbin a sober and realistic vision of the country as it really is. 
Yet it is a temper to be accounted with, and insistent upon its 
e-rpression. There ate those who speak of pastoral as if it were 
only a ftshion of writing, a literary convention which filtered 
from the classics through the Italians to the literatures of the 
West. There is an element of truth in this, of course, but upon 
the whole it is mote false than true. It is parallel to the mis- 
reading of Shakespeare’s Sonnets which sees in them merely an 
e.sercise in the manner of Pettarcb Poets are not really so in- 
bunian as all that; and why does a literary fashion have its 
vogue at a given moment in a people’s history, it not becaaise, 
just then and there, it answers to some natursl necessity in the 
hc,«ts of men? The pastoral impulse of the end of the sixteenth 
centuty in England means that at the end of the sixteenth 
century Englishmen were learning to feel the oppression of 
titles. And we know that, during the later years of Elizabeth 
and the e.!tly years of James, statesmen were beginnmg to be 
preoccupied witii the growth of London; that tiie builders 
were pushing out along Holborn and the Strand; that the 
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fields were receding farther and farther into the distance; and 
that the problems of ovetaowding were becoming known. 
The monstrous nightmare of the modern city had not yet 
made its appearance; but there was already reason enough, 
especially in days when court intrigue was merciless and none 
too savoury, for the finer souls to dream their dreams of 
Arcady or of Arden. 

And if Shakespeare dreamed, one is tempted to ask whether 
he dreamed for others only, or for himself as well. Does As 
You Ukt it disclose the first stirrings of an impulse back to the 
land, which may be held to account for his ultimate return to 
Stratford in i6ii while he was still but a man of middle age 
and in the full enjoyment of fame and fortune? Did Arden 
mean for him the woods and parks in which he had wandered 
as a boy and taken his share, if tradition errs not, in goring the 
round haunches of the poor dappled fools ? Such questions can 
hardly be answered. One likes to think that Shakespeare never 
became at heart a Londoner. But ail that is certain Is that he 
never wholly cut himself adrift ftoiii Stratford interests, since 
two ot three years before he wrote As You Uke It he had 
already bought the fine house there in which be was to end his 
days ; and tlit in As Ym Uki It itself there breathes more of 
the country than in any other play between A MUsiimms 
Nrgi/’j Drsam and the group which immediately preceded his 
retirement. 

The fact that its theme is inspired by the reaction against 
urban life naturally makes As You Uke It a comedy as vi ell os 
a romance . Its criticism is not only implied but direct. Coii- 
slSec tlie proceedings of Touchstone. T ouchsto ne has been 
a courtier; he has proof indisputable of it. ‘1 have trod a 
measure; I have flattered a lady; I have been politic with my 
friend, smooth with mine enemy; I have undone three tailor s; 
1 have had four quarrels, and like to have fought one.’ lie 
gives himself aits accordingly; but, when he finds himself 
amongst the shepherds and shepherdesses, like the most 
capricious poet, honest Ovid, among the Goths, he certainly 
does not commend the court by the good sense or the decency 
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of his lovemaking. He behaves, indeed, much like ’Amjt in 
lipping. It i.s, however, to Jagues, rather than to Touchstone, 
that the function of voicing the satire of the play upon con- 
temporary civilization chiefly belongs. Jaques is the profes- 
sional cynic, always ready to tail against all the first-born of 
Jigypt and to pierce with his invective the body of the country, 
city, court. It is, however, fait to note thatjme utterances of 
Jaques must not be taken as summing up the meaning of the 
plav.^lagues is j aundiced, a psjsar ; he has the traveller’s melan- 
choly, which consists in disabling all the benefits of bis own 
country. To the wholesome natures of Rosalind and Orlando 
he is plainly antipathetic. The duk e, who finds entertainment 
in his humours, declines to take him serio usly, and tells him 
to his face that his cyriicism is but the reaction of his own evil 
lifei 

For thou thyself hast been a libertine. 

As sensual as the brutish sting itself; 

And all the embossed sores and headed evils. 

That thou with licence of free foot hast caught, 

Wouldst thou disgoige into the genetal world. 

Shakespeare’s judgement of life is, indeed, too sane to let 
him even maintain the pretence that the perfection which is 
lacking at court will be found in the forest. Herein is the 
significance of the episode of die shepherdess fhebe . for' 
PhcEc is as vain and disdainful and wanton, and as remorseless 
in the prosecution of het selfish intrigues, as the finest lady 
of them all. She, no less than Oliver and Frederick, must learn 
her lesson. 

And so wc come to the point that the satire of the play is, 
after all, as much against as for the romantic ideals that the 
play sets out to expound; which is as much as to say, that the 
satire is .{OiiYerted iptpessenM humour. Does Orlando stand 
fot the ronwntic love of the sonneteers? By the end of his 
encounters with the wicked wit of Rosalind, heisasdry- 
b eaten with puce scoff as ever was Berowne at the hands of 
Rosaline; and even the faithful Celia must complain that het 
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cousin has simply misused theit sex in her love-prate, Ctem 
more an bvestigation of T ouchstone is illuminating a s (P the 
intention of the dramatist, Touchstone, the couttwdl^tFe 
first example of that dramatic type which was afterwai^s to 
yield the Feste of Tmifth Night, the Lavache ol Alt's WS 
Ends Well, and the nameless fool of Kiifg htnr. Mt Fle?y w- 
geniously suggests that the court fool succeeded the 
when Robert Armin took (he place of William Kempe ** the 
leading comedian of the Lord Qiamberkin’s company, ^ this 
as it may, it has often been observed that t he fo ols of S^tshe- 
spcate’s plays have a sort of chotic function . They ate toin- 
mentators rather than actors, and if you read them arighh you 
may catch in their fantastic utterance some reflection “f ^ 
maker’s own judgement upon his puppets. Herein phake- 
speare is hut true to a historic model. In medieval t-outts, 
whete, as in al courts, the serioua man must needs dissf^hle, 
it was always the privilege of those that wore the mofl®! to 
speak a shrewd word in jest, to use theit folly like a stfjhing- 
horse and under the presentation of that to shoot the’t 
T ouchstone, however, must. I think, be redded as som<^toS 
of a variation upon the type. He embodies Shak espeate X’toa- 
■ment upon romance , but it is rather by wfit he is, than^ 
anything that he consciously say s. For how can romanti® t™® 
readily be made ridiculous than by the disconcerting cofltoft of 
the natural gross man, who blurts out in every crisis pff^y 
d iose undesirable facts whilst is the whole objecTdf 
to refine away ? A dyenture brings us to Arden, an^it is 
toe fool to itolize that when he was at home he was in k hcttet 
place; not can the literary graces of loye at first sight ho^'^ 
own against Touchstone’s ready offer to 'rime you sb> 
years together, dinners and suppers and sleeping 110“® ®' 
«pted’. ft is doubtless only an accident of chtonolo^> 
Toudatone performs exactly the same office of disilli'“on to 
the knight-etranlry of Rosalind and Orlando, as is peffotto*® 
by Sanclw Panaa to that of the almost precisely contetdr^to’'? 
Don Quixote de la Mancha. 


THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR 


Onp of the rare bits of gossip about Shakespeare’s literary 
laieet, which have floated down the stream of time, clings to 
the side of The Meny H^'ine.r of Windsor. A legend, not indeed 
traceable befoie the opening years of the aghteenth century, 
has it that the play was written at the express bidding of Queen 
Elirabeth, who was so delighted with the character of Sit John 
Falstaff that she commanded 'the author to continue the story 
for one play more, and above all things to present the gross 
knight in love. ‘ She was so eager to see it acted,’ writes John 
Denms, who in lyoa 'improved’ The Morty Wms into The 
Comual Gallaut, or The Amottrt of Sir John Valstaff, ‘that she 
commanded it to be finished in fourteen days; and was after- 
wards, as tradition tells us, very well pleased widi the repre- 
sentation’. Falstaff, by the way, had already appeared in what 
he, and perhaps also Queen Bess, would have called ‘love’, in 
the scene of Hemj the Fourth in which he takes leave of Doll 
Tearsheet before proceeding to levy troops for the king’s wars. 
Doubtless the episode had tickli^ the lobust fancy of the 
Tudot lady. At any tate, in spite of the late emeigence of 
Dennis’s anecdote, which is repeated by Rowe and others, 
there is no reason to doubt its substantial truth. In the epilogue 
to Henry the Fourth Shakespeare had promised to ‘continue the 
story with Sir John in it ’, and to let the popular hero ‘ die of a 
sweat’. In Homy the Fifth this undertaking was hardly fulfilled, 
for Sir John did not appeac m person, although his latter end 
was depicted, with unexpected and immortal pathos, through 
tlie mouth of Mistress Quickly; and there is no inherent im- 
probahility iu the notion that Eliaabetli, in whom the sense of 
liumoui was doubtless stronger than that of pathos, may have 
imposed upon tlic peccant author the task of repairing his 
omission. Possibly the play was performed at Windsor, and, 
if so, the singing-childicn of St Geotge’s Chapel, who in 
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earlier days had rivalled their better known fellows of the 
Chapel Royal in the acting of court plays, may have supplied 
the ouphes and meadow-fairies of the last scene. In the same 
scene is to be found an elaborate, and one may well think 
topical, compliment to the Garter and its motto, when Mis 
Quickly instructs her troop: 

And nightly, mcadow-feiries, look you sing, 

Like to the Gortet's compass, in a ting. 

The exptessure that it bc^. green let it be. 

More fertile-fresh than all the field to sec; 

And Hotii m't pii maty pmie write 

In cmeiald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white, 

Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery. 

Buckled below fair knigbrhood’a bending knee. 

Fairies use flowers for their charactery. 

In an earlier passage occurs an allusion, which was expunged 
from the Folio version of rite pky, to ‘ cosen Gatmombles ’, by 
whom is apparently meant a certain Duke of Wiirttemberg and 
Count of MQmp^gatt, whose petsistent efforts during the 
latter part of Elizabeth’s reign to obtain the insignia of the 
Garter, to which he had been elected in 1597, must have 
formed a standing joke among the members of tie Order. 

Elizabeth’s whimsy has exposed bet to the censuie of 
critics, whose own qualities do not, perhaps, eti on the side 
of excessive humour. ' That Queen Bess should have desired to 
see Palstaff making love writes Hartley Coleridge, ‘ proves het 
to have been, as she was, a gross-minded old baggage,’ This 
proposition, as has already been suggested, one is certainly 
not called upon to dispute. But the critics go on, with a 
remarkable unanimity, to point out that Shakespeare’s own 
dramatic ideals were for subtler than those of bis mistress ; that 
he only made a show, with his tongue in his cheek, of yielding 
to the royal demand; and that Falstaff, the misused gull of Tit 
Merry Wim, is in reality another personality altogether ftom 
the old Falstaff of infinite jest and triumphant mendacity, who 
‘coruscates the fiicts of life away’ in Henry tie Perirfb. ProfessM 
Dowden, for example, tells us that Shakespeare deliberately 
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wrote down to the occasion, and that The Meny Wivii is ‘a 
play written expressly for the barbarian aristocrats with their 
hatred of ideas, their insensibility to beauty, their hard efficient 
manners, and their demand for impropriety’. The phrases, by 
the way, smack perhaps a little more of the nineteenth-century 
than of the sixteenth-century way of looking at things. There 
were limits, however, says Professor Dowden, beyond which 
Shahespeate declined to go in the interests of his ‘barbarian’ 
entertainment. 

I'alstaf! he was not prepared to recall from heaven or from hell 
lie dressed up a fat rogue, brought forward for the occasion from 
the back premises of the poet’s imagination, in FalstaiPs clothes; 
and the Queen and her court laughed as the bucli-baskct was emptied 
into the ditch, no more suspeedng that its gross lading was not the 
incomparable jester of Eastchcap than Ford suspected the woman 
with a great beard to bo other than the veritable Dame Pratt. 

Obviously one can concejve no more congenial and delight- 
ful an employment for an ‘aesthetic’ critic, than this of dis- 
cussing the psychological identity, or want of identity, of two 
of the figments of Shakespeare’s airy brain. But it may be 
wholesome to recall the ftet that Shakespeare was not only a 
poet and analyst, but also, and primarily, a practical playwri^t, 
and to express a doubt whether these speculations do not eit in 
assigning to him a mote deliberate and punctilious liteiaty 
conscience than he really displayed. Certainly one can imagine 
the gust of laughter, 'broad as ten thousand beeves at pasture’, 
with which he would have greeted the statement, culled from 
the writings of yet another modern commentator, that the 
Falstaff of The Merry Wipes is his ‘literary crime’. Mtet all, is 
there anything in this theory of a true Falstaff of Hemy the 
Vaurlh and a mock Falstaff of The Merry Wives beyond an 
ingenious paradox, bora of that super-subdely which is the 
special bane of those who ate called, at this late hour, to add 
yet another stone to the monumental cairn of Shakespearian 
analysis - Gigadibses, compelled eternally to 

Believe they sec two points in Hamlet’s soul 
Unseiaed by the Germans yet? 
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Allowance must be made, no doubt, for the fact that the 
humour of any comic creation is apt to wear a little thin by the 
third time of ashing, especially when called upon at only a 
fortnight’s notice; but when the allowance has been made, is 
not the FalstafF type as recognizable and consistent Ihroughdut 
the plays as could reasonably be expected? One might wager 
that so it appeared at the time, not to Queen Bess and her bevy 
of maids of honour alone, but also to those more notable 
critics, the gentlemen undetstanders of the pit. It is true that, 
in the wit-encounters of Eas tcheap, Falstaff always came out on 
top, with the laugh on his side; and that at Windsor tlie laugh, 
from start to finish, goes woefully against him. But the diffet- 
ence in the conditions must be taken into account. We have 
seen Falstaff triumph over a careless prince, who after all was 
only biding his dme, and over the riffraff of the Boar’s Head 
tavern; never before have we seen him at odds with the 
impenetrable chastity and practical wit of the English middle 
classes. Neither effrontery not humour shall save him here, 
for what avails the power to ‘coruscate the facts of life away’ 
as a weapon against Afrs Page and Mrs Ford and their buck- 
basket? 

Any stick is, of course, good enough, in days of Catholic 
revival, to beat Queen Elizabeth with. There is certainly no 
reason to suppose that she was readily touched to the finer 
literary issues. But if the tradition of Dennis that she applauded 
Tit Meny Wins of Windsor is an authentic one, it cannot be 
denied that she had sound justification. The play is a good one, 
even more so on the stage than in the closet; and, after ail, 
Shakespeare wrote for the stage, which gave him bread and 
butter and New Place at Stratford. In particular, it is markedly 
better than either pact of Hemy tie Fonrfi, wherein, indeed, 
Sbakespeate probably teaches bis low-water mark as a dramatic 
artist. There is insufficient motive to fill the great space of 
bhmk canvas that stretches between Riciard tie Socond and 
Timry fie Fifth-, and even the Falstaff scenes, amazing revela- 
tion of Elizabethan London though they arc, can hardly 
galvanize the tedious Lancastrian clironicle into life. Tie Mer^ 
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THE MERRY WIVES OR WINDSOR 
Wiini, on the other hand, is admirably con'itructcd, and moves, 
given competent intctpretera, with astonishing vitality and go. 
(3n the modern stage it is apt to be overweighted by elaborate 
setting, which retards the lapidity of development essentially 
rluracteristic of a farce. But obviously Shakespeare carmot be 
held rcsponsilile for this, and the two central scenes, wherein 
the btick-lusket plays its immortal part, fully attain that viva- 
city of action whicli so much of filizahethan comedy, depend- 
ing as it is apt to do upon fashions of verbal fence, unfor- 
tunately misses. Its comple-vities of domestic intrigue almost 
make the piece a ftree in the modern sense; but it answers 
more precisely to the older conception of the form which 
prev.uled in fifteenth-century France. Such farce you may 
define, if you will, as acted febUtm. And of fabliau. Til 
Merrj Wises is the best English specimen, just as Chaucer’s 
Miller's Tale and Reese’s Tak are the best English specimens of 
iMau in narrative. It has all the well-known characteristics 
of thegMW) the tealistic portraiture of contemporary types; 
the frankness, not to say coarseness, of manners; the light 
esteem for the marriage-tie; the love of ‘scoring off’ someone, 
and by preference in a matter of venery. The hict that the 
someone is the man of rather better birth can only give an 
added spice to so bourgeois a literary type as the fabliau has 
always been. Not was the victory of the ‘wives’ over the 
gentlemen a subject in any way likely to offend the suscepti- 
bilities of Elizabeth and the company at the Garter feast. The 
great nobles who filled the stalls of St George’s Chapel were 
not likely to trouble themselves about the dignity of a Sir 
John Falstaff or a Justice Shallow. They could look on in com- 
placency while a mere knight or ar/mffra, from the social 
aspirations of whose class they had not improbably suffered, 
U.IS made ridiculous by [ictsons only a degree further removed 
ftom themselves in rank. 

And for Shakespeare himself, the irrepressible poet, there 
is the Mimdcrful forest scene at the end, with its delightful 
aintrast to the bustling realism which fills the rest of the play. 
Out of the busy Windsor stterts, with their eating and mirth 
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and laughtBc, he steps into the dewy glades whete the shadows 
of legendaiy oaks he black aaoss the white moonhght. A 
gtoss fom wearing the horns and clanking the chains of Heme 
the Hunter lies pi oatrate in a ditch, while light-footed children 
6it amongst the trees with torches that glimmet like Stefhes. 
And for a moment the mockery and the malice give way to 
romance, as sweet Anne Page, eludmg ahke him who would 
take hci m white and him who would take her in gieen, trips 
disguised in ted to where the priest awaits her witli j'oong 
Master Fenton, who has kept company, it is whispeied, with 
the wild prince and Poms, but is an honest lad foi all tliat - ‘ he 
capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verses, he 
speaks holiday, he smells Aptd and May’ This sudden shifting 
of the mood, even if it was against a formal umty, is not the 
least of Shakespeare’s ittegulat and poignant charm. 



TWELFTH NIGHT 


pRONt beginning to end of his play-writing, the comic per- 
ception is rarely for long absent from Shakespeare’s vision of 
things. He may hang his stage, as his sliifting temper and the 
humour of his public move him, with the purple of hetoic 
chronicle, the rose-pink of tragicomedy, or the sables of 
tragedy; but from whatever heights or depths he readily 
passes back to that mood of triumphant common sense which 
is the ultimate wisdom of life, and from which his ' conquering 
smile ’ loolts out upon the foUies and vanities of the world, and 
wins it through the wholesome ways of laughter to sanity and 
sincerity. Yet he, through whom the comic spirit found so 
charactedstic an utterance, but rarely wrote a sheet comedy; 
preferring rather to let the lucid shafts of his criticism play, as 
it were incidentally, in the interspaces of emotional drama, so 
that Falstaff is outlined against the bustle and tramplxngs of 
civil war, and the babble of Juliet’s nurse only dies away to 
give place to the disquieting passions of Juliet’s fatal conch. 
Even of the plays which can ptoperly be classed as sheet 
comedies there are some which fail to answer to the fullest 
conception of the kind. A MiSmmtir Night’s Dream is a 
symbolical and mask-like comedy The Comedy oj Errors, The 
Taming of the Shrem, The Merry Wives of Windsor, ate in their 
various ways farcical comedies. And the appeal of symbolism 
or farce to the complicated state of mind of the theatrical 
spectator, although in each case real enough, contains elements 
whereby it differs in quidity from the intellectual claim of true 
comedy upon the clear and unclouded reason. George Mere- 
ditli, perhaps with some e.\cess of subtlety, regards intellectual 
comedy as active only upon and in a polite and leisured society, 
whose women move upon an equal level with its men, while 
both ate quick to recognize the authority of a criticism 
delicately malign to all that offends against an ideal of honesty 
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aad shapleliness by shoving itself ‘out of ptopoition, 
blown, affected, pretentious, bombastical, hypocritical, Pedan- 
tic, fantastically delicate’. So limited, intellectual comedy 
representation, other than episodic, in Shakespeare’s 
chiefly through the early and not wholly fortunate cxpctimjjit 
of Jape’s Lnhottr’i Lest, and through the little group of 
which make as it were a spiritual resting-place bcLwe^p 
patiiotic interpretation of history in the chronicles at)d gjj 
storm and stress of the great tragedies. Even of these the incop. 
gruous strain of melodrama in hlticb Aiio About Neiit^ gj, 
fleets it from the perfect type; while the later members of the 
group ate already so vexed with satire and a preoccupjtjoj 
with the seamy side of existence, as themselves to losj that 
balance of utter sanity wherein the strength of comedy jon- 
aists. Thus we ace left with the exquisite pendants of Ym 
Ukt It and Tmlftb Nig^t, two plays whose common s^j j^ity 
of golden tempet is indeed only a reflex of their single intoi. 
tion. The parallels between them ate easy to draw. The Otgered 
gardens rf the Boccaccio-like villa in Illyria and the pastoral 
glades of the forest of Arden, serve equally well for im^gjj of 
tdat civiHiea'ana'sfleiVerea'soctcty wdereih aibne, accocqjhg to 
Meredith, comedy obtains ils real scope; and each leijgs an 
appropriate setting to those wilful departures ftom the iirjy of 
tight reason which it is the proper and special mission of 
comedy to correct. The plays are as physicians set to heal 
kindred ailments of an idle brain; the affectations of tlie golds 

here and there of the town. vIj Tiw L/(tr // is the comedy of the 

romantics, of the imagination which tuns away with thg foots 
of life and frames impossible ideals on the extravagant 
assumpdon that human nature in a forest Is something Vhnlly 
different from human nature in a court. Tii/eifti Nigh jn its 
turn is the comedy of the senthnenulists, of the tendency of 
minds pent in the artifidal atmosphere of cities to a shintual 
sdf-deception, whereby they indulge in the expression of 
emotions not because they t^y have them, but bccau(,5 they 
have come to be regarded by themselves or others as modish or 
delightful emotions to hav& 
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Thus Otsino, like the young Romeo before the crisis of his 
fiite, is a thistle-down atnotist He is in love, not with Olivia, 
but with being in love with Olivia. He deliberately cultivates 
lus sentiinoiit, stimulating it with music and flowers and 
poses of languishracnt. He pleases himself with the pomp and 
circumstance of courtship, sends embassies of love to a ctuel 
mistress, and is tightly punished by the irony which makes his 
mistress promptly fail in love with the ambassador. But he 
lus not really staked his heart, and is ready enough when his 
first devotion has been finally flouted, to take a more accom- 
modating lady for his ‘fanc)'’s queen’. Olivia, in her turn, has 
adopted the pose of the inconsolahle sister. She will be a 
cloistress and abjure the sight and company of men for full 
seven years, in order to keep a brother’s dead love fresh and 
lasting in her sad remembrance. Yet the fortress yields with 
unexpected celerity at the first thrill of a passionate intonation, 
and the retired Ohvia becomes an oncoming wooer, only to 
find herself tangled in the net of an impossible misconception. 

Orsino and Olivia are self-deceivers, the dupes of their own 
sentimentalisms. And the play touches them with such delicate 
irony of criticism that its sting might fail to reach the bosoms 
of an audience not exceptionally tickle o’ the sere. But Shake- 
speare’s dramaturgy is ready with a device to meet the con- 
tingency. He will illustrate and interpret the subtler situation 
by the juxtaposition of others like in kind, but grosser and 
more obvious of purport. Beside his principal characters, who 
befool themselves, he places subordinate personages, who are 
befooled by others; and thus he succeeds in evoking an atmo- 
sphere of mahcloiis chicanery and deception, which attunes the 
spectator to his main intention. The play, indeed, is full of 
gulls; and one at least, who spends the best part of his sober 
hours in laying schemes to abuse others, is himself most 
notoriously abused. This is the arch-plottet. Sir Toby Belch. 
At the beginning of the play he is living on the foolish 
knight. Sit .Andrew Aguechcck, whom he has beguiled into 
paying he,ivily for their joint entettainment, on pretence of 
introducing him into liis niece’s house in the impossible quality 
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of her suitor. This is for gain; he has been dear to his manakin, 
some two thousand strong or so, and makes no seaet of it 
among his familiars. But it is through sheet devilry that he 
tricks Sir Andrew and the supposed Cesario into the duel which 
each, at any loss to dignity, would avoid ; while revenge is the 
motive which leads him to conspire with Maria for the undoing 
of Malvolio. And in the end his rogueries recoil upon him. 
Not only does he take Sebastian for Cesario, and get his head 
broken accordingly, but he is so fascinated with the incom- 
parable capacity for intrigue displayed by ‘the youngest wren 
of nine’ that when things are cleared up he finds his head in 
the ultimate noose of marriage with a waiting-maid. If Sit 
Toby is the atch-piottet of the piece, Malvolio may claim to be 
its arch-victim. ‘Alasl poor fool, how have they baflled thee?’ 
says Olivia. Yet, hard as is his fate, it cannot be denied that it 
serves admirably to vindicate comic justice. Like Orsino and 
like Olivia he is a notable self-deceiver. 'Oh I you are sick of 
self-love, Malvolio, and taste with a distempered appetite.’ 
He has the austerity of a puritan and the insolence of a jack-in- 
office; and how should a free-ldiinking, &ee-living Elizabethan 
playhouse not split its sides in exultant hilarity at his downfall? 

Like all Shakespeare’s comedies, Tml/l6 Ni^t is desultory 
in texture, and contains various threads of interest besides the 
central comic idea on which its dramatic unity depends. This 
comic idea must not be pressed too fat as regards details. There 
is much excellent and irresponsible fooling for its own sake, 
and the charming songs assigned to Feste the jester have no 
particular relation to the principal theme. After all, a comedy 
must enteitain. The sort of criticism which endeavours to 
trace and interpret topical allusions in Shakespeare’s plays can 
easily be overdone, and has, as a matter of fact, in recent years 
been overdone. An Elizabethan dramatist was not likely to 
take the love-aSairs of the queen, or the fortunes of the house 
of Stuart or the house of Deveteux, as the deliberate ground- 
work of liis plot. It is not to be supposed that the censorship 
is so modem an institution as that bind of theory implies. But 
in aU ages the drama has been ready to glance, as occasion 
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allowed, at events of public intetest and at personages much 
in the public eye; not is it probable that the Elizabethan age, 
which was by no means averse to gossip, afforded any excep- 
tion to the rule. A touch of courtly compliment or a discreet 
allusion to the latest jest or scandal of the backstairs would be 
a palatable spice to the comedy destined to furnish forth the 
Cihristmas merriment of Hampton Court or Whitehall. And 
it is tempting to illustrate the scene, in which the virtuous 
Malvolio rebukes the ‘uncivil rule’ by night of Maria and her 
disreputable consorts and is bidden in return by Sit Toby to 
go rub his chain with crumbs, by an amusing incident which a 
seventeenth-century anecdotist relates of Sit William KnoUys, 
the Comptroller of the Royal Household; 

The Lord KnoUys in Queen Elizabeth’s rime had his lodging at 
Court, where some of the Ladyes and Maydes of Honour used to 
friskc and hey about in the next room, to his extreame disquiet a 
nights though he oftai warned them of it; at last he getts one to 
bolt their own backe doote when they were ail In one night at their 
tcyells, stripps oS his shirt, and so with a payte of spectacles on bis 
nose and Atctine In his band, comes marching in at a posteme 
doote of his owne ehamber, tending vetf gatrely, fail upon the 
faces of them. Now let the reader judge what a sadd spectacle and 
pitiful fright these poor creatures endured, for he faced them and 
often traversed the roomc in this posture above an hour. 

Sit WiUiara KnoUys, os we know from letters of his which 
are preserved at Atbuty, although an elderly and a married 
man, had amorous relations with one of the Maids of Honour, 
the audacious and frail Mary Fitton, who apparently deceived 
him with promises to marty him aftet his wife’s death, while 
she cattied on the intrigue, which had so disastrous an ending, 
with the Eatl of Pembroke. I lUce to think that the pompous 
and besotted old Comptroller gave Shakespeare his hint for 
Malvolio; and diat Mary Fitton, whom some have vainly tried 
to identify witlt the datk woman of the Sonnets, does after all 
make her appearance m the plays as none other than the pert 
and ingenious hussy, Maria. 

The weakness of comedy generally lies in the difiSculty of 
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finding any device iwhereby to keep the -wheels of the plot 
mo-ving onwatds. This is met in Tmeiftb Ni^f by the intiodat- 
tioa of the tomatitic stoty of Sebastian and Viola, theit lament- 
able separation and joyous reunion. This motive, which Shake- 
spear bad taken from the Metmeehmi of Plautus and handled 
even more elaborately in Thi Comedy of Errors, is neatly wc>ven 
into the fortunes of Olivia and Orsino; but it is kept in ptflpei 
subordination, since it is no part of the dramatist's intention to 
turn the play into a melodrama. An interesting contributitfn to 
the total dramatic effect is made by the character of Vloh. 
which in its naturalness and transparent honesty seems de- 
signed to heighten and set off by deliberate contrast the ipsin- 
cerities -which it is the purpose of the comic muse to cort^ct. 
Into the perfumed chamber of Olivia’s sentimentality Viola 
comes like a breath of spring ait, with her grave and ton- 
temptuouB rebukes of the fine lady’s poses: 

I sec you what you are; you are too proud. 

But, if you were the de-vil, you are &lr. 

My lord and master loves you. OI such love 
Could be but recompensed, though you were crowned 
The nonpareil of beauty. 

With Orsino’s dangling she has as little patience. Wet® she 
refused a suit, she -would not sit at home and refine on love- 
philosophy; and when Olivia asks her what she would dt>> 
replies; 

Make me a willow cabin at your gate. 

And call upon my soul within the bouse; 

Write loyal cantons of contemned love, 

And smg them loud even in the dead of night; 

Halloa your name to the tevetbetate hills, 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out ’Olivial’ OI you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 

But you shotdd pity me. 

And -when love, a love that must be hidden, grows like a flowet 
in her own soul, she bears herself with a g^ant and sensitive 
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pathos riiat informs the scenes in which she appears with 
tojclii-s of etquisite poetry. Surely it is Viola, not Olivia, of 
whom it should have been written: 

Mcth:iught she purged the air of pestilence. 

With the specific of simple ttuth she purges the pestilence of 
artiiice and rhetoric. 
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Ah intettogation of the ciitical 'uttetances that have accumu- 
lated dating a century of eager Shakespearian study would 
doubtless place H/mlet upon a pinnacle as the extieme and 
most characteristic erptession of the poet’s tragic mood. One 
need not be concerned to challenge the judgement, although it 
probably owes something to the consonance of the subject- 
matter at the play with the Intellectual history of the century 
itself; its spiritual upheaval, the paralysis of will that £bi a 
time inevitably proceeded from its blurred and uncertain 
vision of the ultimate tendency of things. It is not without 
consequence that the modern world has read Shakespeare 
through the spectacles of Coleridge. But, while criticism has 
lost its interest in the allocation of superlatives, it cannot allow 
HaaJtt to he summed up as ‘characteristic’ of Shakespearian 
tragedy without a diatinctiott. 'Bamkt belongs to the first book 
of Shakespeare’s tragic reading of life, the psychological book 
in which he seeks to penetrate to the emotional springs of pity 
and awe through an analysis, of the mental and moral nature of 
man, and to bring into t^ef at once the splendid potentialides 
of that nature, and the causes, tooted in itself, whereby a piece 
of work - ‘how noble in teasoni bow infinite in faculty! in 
form and moving how express and admirable I in action how 
like an angel ! in apprehension how like a god I ’ - is foredoomed 
to sterility and failure. It is of rids type of tragedy that timUt 
is characteristic ; and it must not be forgotten that Shakespeare 
subsequently wrote his second book of cosmic tragedies, in 
which the tragic issue is sought, not so much in the faulty 
composition of man, as in the forces beyond and above man 
which are dimly discerned as making for his temporary exalta- 
tion and his eternal undoing. Of cosmic tragedy Macbeth and 
¥mg Liar are chaiactetistic, not Hamlit, wherein the cosmic 
themes ate at the most foreshadowed, in the questioning 
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soliloquies of Hamlet himself, which, inconclusive as they are, 
begin to suggest some essential antinomy between the Christi- 
anity that serves as the official philosophy of the play and the 
tangle beyond all ravelling of the things that pass on earth. 
None the less the tragedy of Bamht lies, if one may put it so, 
not in the content of the soliloquies, but in the fiict that the 
soliloquies come to be uttered. It is the tragedy of the intel- 
lectual, of the impotence of the over-cultivated imagination 
and the over-subtilized reasoning powers to meet the call of 
everyday life for practical efficiency. Thus it is an exact pendant 
to Caesar, in which the tragedy is that of the impotence 
in its turn of the most genuine and self-sacrificmg moral 
idealism when brought face to fiice with precisely the same 
practical ordeal. And one must note the clement of irony 
which hangs about all tragedy. Hamlet does not M because 
the problems of practical life ate not subtle; and Brutus does 
not fiiil because there is no room in practical life for self- 
sacrifice. Tragedy comes because the subtleties are so many 
and the occasions for self-sacdfice so obvious, that only the 
stupid btaisi or the blunt moiaJ sesise is able to disregard tbea^ 
and reach the goal. 

In his way, Shakespeare has imposed his psychology, 
apparently by means of more than one recension, upon un 
existing theme of popular tragedy, the features of which he 
has, after all, not wholly eliminated. There was certainly an 
earlier Hamki, probably by another hand, which one may 
think of as a sufficiently crude piece, pulsating with blood aiid 
revenge, in the manner of Tbe Spanish Traffs^ and Titsis 
Aedraaietis, Into the midst of such a story the dramatist has 
deliberately set his modern bom out of due time, the high- 
strung dreamer who moves through it to the disaster of Its 
hurried ciosc. He is the academic man, the philosopher, 
brought suddenly into the world of strenuous action, and 
ppjving himself but the cbiy pot there. The filial habit of specu- 
lation, faul at lilsinorc, liowever proper and desirable at Wit- 
tenberg, is his undoing. Cursed with the 
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An inteKogatioii of the critical nttetances that have accumu- 
lated during a century of eager Shakespearian study -would 
doubtless place Hamht upon a pinnacle as the extreme and 
most characteristic expression of the poet’s tragic mood, One 
need not be concerned to challenge the judgement, although it 
probably owes something to the consonance of the subject- 
matter of the play with the intellectual history of the century 
itself; its spttitual upheaval, the patalysia of will that for % 
time inevitably proceeded from its blurred and uncertain 
vision of the ultimate tendency of things. It is not without 
consequence that the modern world has read Shakespeare 
through the spectacles of Coleridge. But, while aiticism has 
lost its interest in fhe allocation of superlatives, it cannot allow 
Waabt m he summed up as ‘characteristic’ of Sbakespeaiian 
tragedy wldiout a distinction. fJzw/s/ belongs to the first book 
of Shakespeare’s tragic leading of life, the psychological book 
in which he seeks to penetiate to the emotional springs of pity 
and awe through an analysis, of the mental and moral nature of 
man, and to bring into r^ef at once the splendid potentialities 
of that nature, and the causes, rooted in itself, whereby a piece 
of work - ‘how noble in reasoni how infinite in facnltyl in 
form and moving how express and admirable! in action how 
like an angel I in apprehension how likeagodl’-is foredoomed 
to sterility and failute. It is of this type of tragedy that 
is characteiistic ; and it must not be forgotten that Shafcespe,ire 
subsequently wrote his second book of cosmic tragedies, in 
which the tragic issue is sought, not so much in the faulty 
composition of man, as In the forces beyond and above man 
which are dimly discerned as making for his temporary exalta- 
tion and his eternal undoing. Of cosmic tragedy Matlieth and 
Kigg hear are characteristic, not Hamlet, wherein the cosmic 
themes ate at the most foreshadowed, in the questioning 
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soliloquies of Hamlet himself, which, inconclusive as they are, 
begin to suggest some essential antinomy between the Christi- 
anity that serves as the official philosophy of the play and die 
tangle beyond all ravelling of the things that pass on earth. 
None the less the tragedy of Ham/ei lies, if one may put it so, 
not in the content of the soliloquies, but in the fact that the 
soliloquies come to he uttered. It is the tragedy of the intel- 
lectual, of the impotence of the over-cultivated imagination 
and the over-subtilized reasoning powers to meet the call of 
evciyday life for practical efficiency. Thus it is an exact pendant 
to Caesar, in which the tragedy is that of the impotence 
in its turn of the most genuine and self-sacrificing motal 
idealism when brought face to fece with precisely the same 
practical ordeal, And one must note the element of irony 
which bangs about all tragedy. Hamlet does not &il because 
the problems of practical life are not subtle; and Brutus does 
not fail because there is no room in practical life for self- 
sacrifice. Tragedy comes because the subtleties are so many 
and the occasions for self-sacrifice so obvious, that only the 
stupid brain or the blunt motal sense is able to disregard ffiem, 
and reach the goal. 

In his way. Shakespeare has imposed his psychology, 
apparently by means of more than one recension, upon an 
existing theme of popular tragedy, the features of which he 
has, after all, not wholly eliminated. There was certainly an 
earlier Bamlet, probably by another hand, which one may 
think of as a sufficiently crude piece, pulsating with blood and 
revenge, in the manner of The Spaaisb Trage^ and Titus 
Andranims, Into the midst of such a stoty the dramatist has 
deliberately set his modem bom out of due time, the high- 
strung dreamer who moves through it to the disaster of Its 
hurried close. lie is the academic man, the philosopher, 
brought suddenly into the world of strenuous action, and 
proving himself but the clay pot there. The fatal habit of specu- 
lation, fatal at Elsinore, however proper and desirable at Wit- 
tenberg, is his undoing, Cursed with the 
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Of thinking too precisely on the event, 
he is predestined to a failure in the hour of trial from which no 
truth and intensity of feeUng, no delicacy of moral fibte, no 
compass and profundity of intellectual judgement, can save 
him. fkmki is presented as no ordinary prince. His spirit has 
been touched to line issues; his wit is keen-edged and dipped 
in irony ; his ethical outlook is unusual among the ruder Danes. 
He is not a mete boy when the play opens, but up to that 
moment his life has been serene and undisturbed. The unex- 
pected death of his father has called him back from the 
University of Wittenberg, where his time has been spent in an 
atmosphere of studious calm and philosophic speculation. His 
tastes ate those of the scholar; he loves to read for hours to- 
gether, and, like most literary men, he takes great delight in 
Sie stage, with whose theory and practice he is femiliat. He is 
no recluse; he has the genius for friendship and for love; 
when at ^inote he has been conspicuous in the gallant 
exercises of the age. He is the darling of the court and beloved 
by the people. But his teal interest is aU in speculation, in the 
play of mind around a subject, in the contemplation of it on 
all sides and from every point of view. Such a training has not 
fitted him toactakin^ypartin stirring times ; the intellectual 
element in him has come to outweigh the practical; the vivid 
consciousness of many possible courses of conduct deters him 
from the strenuous pursuit of one; so that he has lost die 
power of deliberate purposeful action, and, by a strange 
paradox, if this thoughtfrl man acts at all, it must be from 
impulse. 

Quite suddenly the dreamer finds himself free to face with 
a tiling to be done. According to tbe ethics of the age it 
becomes tus imperative duty to revenge his father’s murder; 
a difficult task, and one whose success might well seem 
doubtfid. But Handet does not shrink at fitst from recognising 
the obligation; it is ‘cursed spite’ that the burden of setting 
the world straight should have fidlen upon 1dm, but he wiU 
not refuse to shouldet it. Only the habits of a lifetime ate not 
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to be thrown oflFso easily. As the excitement of the ghost’s 
revelation passes away, the laws of character begin to reassert 
themselves. The necessity of ‘thinking it over’ is potent with 
Hamlet. Instead of revealing all to his friends and enlisting 
thdr assistance, he binds them to secrecy and forms the plan 
of pretending madness that he may gain time to consider his 
position. 

Criticism of the play is apt to centre round die question, 
‘Was Hamlet, at any time and In any sense, teally mad?’ 
Admittedly he set out to put an antic disposition on ; but it has 
been held, sometimes with much learning of the alienist, that ■ 
in coiitse of time, under the sttaia of the situation, the pretence 
adopted as a mask passed into a reality. I do not think that the 
text, fairly read, supports this theory, and in the absttact it is 
surely untenable. Psychology, indeed, is hard put to it to 
establish a rigid diviihng-line between the sane and the insane. 
The patlmlogist may distinguyi certain abnormal conditions 
of bt^-ateas and call them diseased; or the lawyer may apply 
working tests to determine die point at which restraint of the 
individual liberty becomes necessary in the public interest. 
But beyond that you cannot go. No one, fixtm any wider point 
of view, can lay his finger upon one manifestation here or 
there of the infinite variety of human character, and say with 
assurance, ‘This way madness lies.’ Only of one thing we may 
be sate. Shakespeare did not mean Hamlet to be mad in any 
sense which would put his actions in a quite difeent category 
from those of other men. How could it he so, since the 
responsibility of the fixie agent is of the essence of psycho- 
logical tragedy, and to have eliminated Hamlet’s responsibility 
would have been to divest his story of humanity and leave it 
meaningless? 

Consideiation, however, cannot make Hamlet’s position 
other than a disconcetting one. In the first place, he is abso- 
lutely alone. The court at Elsinore is filled with quite ordinary 
people, none of whom can understand him, to none of whom 
he can look for help. This note of conttast between Hamlet 
and his surroundings is struck again and again. They ate of 
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another world than his, limited, commonplace, incapable of 
ideals. His motives and feelings, his scruples and hesitatioii!, 
ate hopelessly heyond their comprehension. And therefore - 
this is the irony of it - most of them are fat more fitted to deal 
with a practical crisis in life than this cultured idealist of a 
prince. There are ' the good king and queen’ ; Claudius, shtewd 
and ready for an emergency, one who has set foot in the paths 
of villainy and will not turn back, for all the dim visidngs of 
momentary remorse; Gertrude, a slave to the stronger lutute, 
living in the present, unable to realize her own moral degtada- 
taon. There is Horatio, a straightforward upright soldier, one 
whom Hamlet intensely respects, comes even to envy, hot 
who is not subtle enough to be of much use to him. There is 
Polonius, a played-out state official, vain and slow-witted, 
pattering words of wisdom which he does not understand aad 
cannot put into practice. There are his son and daughter, 
Laertes and OpheUa; Laertes, a shallow, vigorous young noble, 
quick with a word, and quick with a blow, but of less than 
average tender in brain and ethics; Ophelia, a timid convta- 
rional girl, too riagile a reed for a man to lean upon. Hamlet 
loves her, and she loves Hamlet, hut it is not a love that will 
bear him through the deep waters of aiBiction. The rest of the 
court are typified by Osric the watetfiy, and by GaUdenstem 
and Rosencrantz, of whom if you say Rosencrantz and Guild- 
enstern it makes no difierence; echoes, nonentities. With 
Hamlet on one side and these on the other, the elements of a 
tragedy ate complete; the problem can work out to no satis- 
foctoty conclusion. 

Once Hamlet has shrunk foom immediate action, the possi- 
bilities of delay exercise an irresistible fascination over him. 
The ingenuity of his intellect exhausts itself in the discovery of 
obstacles; he takes every turn and twist to avoid the fatal 
necessity for action. At first he looks to Ophelia, the well- 
beloved. She win give him strength to accomplish his mission; 
but the scene in ha closet, and still mote the he which she tells 
when her father is behind the arras, confoss her weakness and 
compel him to renunciation. In the meantime he continues the 
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assumption of madness. It serves a double purpose; he is free 
from the intolerable burden of keeping on good terms -with 
tlaudms and the rest; he can fight out the battle with himself 
ill peace, while he mocks them with the ironies congenial to his 
nintid. And what is more, he can let himself go; the strain of 
hi.s overwrought mind relieves itself in bursts of an extrava- 
gance only half alfcclcd. He plays the madman to prevent 
himself from becoming one. But all the while he is no nearer 
the end. He has turned the whole matter over and cannot de- 
cide. His thoughts slip away from the plain issue and lose 
themselves in a bitter criticism of all created things. In this 
the speculative temper infallibly betrays itself; the interest of 
the universal, not of the partitrular, is always dominant with 
Hamlet; not his mother’s sin, but the frailty of women, is his 
n-ttural theme. And so it is with a pang that he constahtly 
recalls himself to the insistent actual life, from the world in 
which ha is a past-master to that wherein he gropes in- 
effectively. Of course he is fully aware of his own weakness; a 
deficiency of self-analysis is not likely to be one of bis failings ; 
but this does not give him power to throw if off, or help him 
from his maze of recurring dilemmas. More than once he is on 
the point of cutting the knot by death, but even for that he has 
not sulficient conviction. 

At last the crisis comes. Hamlet has resolved that the play- 
scene shall decide once for all the question of the king’s guilt. 
That guilt is made most manifest, and the opportunity for 
revenge is offered him. He does not take it. Covering his 
weakness with unreal reasons, he passes into the queen’s 
diamhcr. After that it is loo late. The impetuous murder of 
Piilonius is the first link in a chain of calamities. Moreover it 
gives Claudius his chance. The king has never been wholly de- 
ceived by lUmlet’s madness; he is sent to England, and only 
esCiipes that trap to fall into another. True, in the end the king 
dies liy one impulsive stroke; but that cannot repair the rain 
uhicb Hamlet’s w.int of purpose has caused. The infinitely sad 
f.itc of Ophelia; the deaths of Polonius, Laertes, Gertrude, 
Roscnctantz, Guildenstetn; for ail their faults, all these are a 
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sacrifice on the altat of his infitmity. Only for Hamlet hinatlf 
is the fetal blow, opening to him the doots offotgottenfelicin, 

‘a consummation devoutly to be wished’. 

The tragic ineffectiveness of the speculative intellect in i 
wotld of action, that is the keynote of the play. In Hamlet, ss 
in Brutus, the idealist gets the worst of it, and we are left to 
wonder at the irony of things by which it is so. And just as tl® 
figure of Bratus is set between the two triumphant Philistines, 
Caesar and Antony, so Shakespeare is careful to provide » 
similar contrast for Hamlet. Partly this is to be found in Iloia- 
do, ‘the man who is not passion’s slave’, but still moteintlie 
stranger from Norway, Fortinbras. The very eristence of 
Portinbras and the danger with which he threatens the state 
show the need for an iron hand in Denmark; Hamlet’s atflfc- 
tioffl on his meeting with the Norwegian soldiera emphaafe 
the same point; and the final appearance of Fortinbras ond® 
weltering stage and bis selection by Hamlet in his last will sod 
testament as the true saviour of society ate fully significant' h 
is the lesson of Hemy thi VifA^ the lesson of the 'still stnjo? 
man in a blatant land ’. Only in Hamlet it is the other side of d® 
shield that Shakespeare approaches. The heroic play cofnes 
singii^ the paean and blowing the trumpets of ttiumpl»o< 
efSdency ; the tragedy looks deeper, to shed its unavailing '“t 
over 

All the worid’a coarse ihumb 

And finger felled to plumb; 

So passed in makiag up the main account; 

and the blare of the ttnmpets ceases, as the poor heap of 
ineffectual ideals and fentastic loyalties is home away upon tb* 
bier. ‘The test is silence.’ 



TROII.US AND CRBSSIDA 


Cu'ir.DY, in Tnihisaiid Cretsida, becomes critical, and Shake- 
speare tilting at illusions. Naturally, they are illusions 
which he has himself shared, for these are always the worst 
enemies of the speculative intellect. When he was hardly out 
of his apprenticeship to the stage, he had found the follest and 
most perfect e-Yptiession for the lyric imagination of youth in 
the great romantic tragedy of Re/»M and Juliet. Herewith he 
add^ one to the small number of the world’s immottal love 
stories, and at the same time uttered a faith that was in him. 
The exaltation of the passion of sex into a spiritual ideal is 
unhesitating. Love is shown to be stronger than hate, stronger 
tlian death itself; and the common way of a man with a maid 
blossoms forth into the central mystery of things. A few years 
later he wound up his series of studies in the psychology of 
kingship with the splendid portrait of Henry the Fifth, and 
sang the typical heto, the leader of men, the knight who 
gathers into his own chivaldc personality all the magnificent 
qualities which bring liberty and domination to a waiUke race. 
This is another ideal, no longer that of dreamy and emotional 
youth, but th.it of effective and vigorous manhood. Kmeo and 
Juliet and Heay the Fi/ti mark each a stage in Shakespeare’s 
spiritual development; in each he affirms a conviction, waves a 
banner. 

It may be taken as established that, within a year or two 
after ITesrj the Fifth, a singulat change had come about in 
Shafcespeatc’s disposition, which reflects itself clearly both in 
the themes and in the temper of his plays. The note of tragedy 
struck in Julius Caesar, which alte.idy gives a very different 
presentation of the hero to that of its piedecessot, is repeated 
and intensified in Uamlet; and with Fla/akt begins a period in 
which the dramatist consistently sees things black instead of 
tusc-coloutcd, a period of ever-deepening tragedy, and of 
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embittered comedy, from which all that is gay and genial m the 
comic petception of life has been omitted It is easiei to 
recognize thi change than to account for it An earlier school 
of criticism found in it the echo of those disappointments in 
love and friendship of which the shadowy and enigmitic 
chionide is in the Sonnets. But it is no longer possible to imm 
tain a date foi the writing of the greater numbet of the Sonnets 
which can in any sv.iy be made to bear out such a thcotj 
Whatever may be the experience which they leveal ot refuse to 
reveal, it was long ago bulled with Shakespeate’s youth and 
all the light-heartcdness of As You Like It and its fellows hid 
mteivened before Ham/it came to be written It is more 
plausible to trace some connexion between Shakespeare’s 
wodd-sickness and the dashing of the hopes for England 
which many, and perhaps he too, had founded upon the career 
of the Earl of Essex But such conjectures aie apt to prove will 
o’ the wisps, and the pursmt of them to lead into bogs of 
controversy where the sure foothold of ascertained fact is 
altogether lacking 

In Treilus and Crsssida a disillusioned Shakespeare turns 
back upon his own former ideals and the world’s anaent ideals 
of heioism and romance, and questions them Love of woman 
and honour of man; do they really exist, ot are they but the 
thin veds which poetic sentiment has chosen to throw over the 
grinning realities of wantoimess and egoism’ The comedy sets 
the issues with a grave irony which alone differentiates it from 
a tragedy The choice of its theme is determined by the audacity 
of genius The ideahsts ate challenged upon their own ground 
Tlie talc of Tioy had had a umquc hterary history In its turn 
It had sect ed as die supreme expression, fftst of epic and then 
of romance. Upon Homer’s great narrative of the ten years’ 
struggle between Greece and Ihum and of the chivalric 
heroisms of Hecloi and Achilles, Chaucer had raised a super- 
structure in which the relations of Tioilus and Cressid.i were 
decked out with the list dying splendours of medieval 
amorous romance. It would be the triumph of disillusion 
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to bring the battering-rams of analysis to beat upon this 
unassailable story, until Achilles shall be displayed as no 
better than a poltroon and Cressida as the merest light o’ 
love. 

'The thing is written as a comedy, and the intention does not 
.it once dtcUie itself. But for the doubtful talk of and about 
1 lelen and the signihcant presence of Pandat the early scenes m 
Troy might lie the introduction to an ordinary love plot. 
1 toilus IS an honest boy enough: 

As true as truth’s simplicity, 

And sitnplce tlian the infancy of tiuth; 

and although one could wish that Cressida’s resentment at her 
uncle’s intervention were mote thoroughgoing, her oncomings 
and her shrinkings do not differ much, save perhaps for a touch 
of hotter blood, from those of Rosalind m Ai You Liki It. Mor 
docs Shakespeare, to heighten his contrast, spare an etpense 
of poetry in the dehneation of the raptuies and the vows of the 
loveis. The illusion must convince before it is pricked and 
shown to be a bubble. Troilus finds great woids with which 
to sign away his soul for an etermty 

True swains in love shall in the world to come 
Approve thtir tiuth by Trodus. When their rhymes. 

Full of protest, of oath, and big compare. 

Want similes, truth tired with iteration, 

'As true as steel, as plantage to tht moon. 

As sun to day, ss turtle to het mate. 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,’ 

Yet .itlci all comp itisons of truth. 

As truth’s aiitlunnc autboi to be cited, 

‘As true as Troilus ’ shall mown up the verse 
And s.inetify the numbers. 

And the shallowness of Ctessida’s little nature is hidden when 
she lifts liei eyes to reply: 

It I lie false, or swerve a tun fium truth. 

When tune is otd .ind hath foigot itself, 

\\ hta « .iteldiops have worn the stones of Tloy, 
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And blind oblivion swallowed cities up, 

And mighty states charactetlcss ate grated 
I'o dusty nothing; yet let memory, 

I'tom false to false, among false maids in love. 

Upbraid my falsehotxll 

It is n delicate lovc-sccne too in the cool dawn before the 
fateful knocking of Aeneas comes upon the door of Pantlar’i 
house; and the lark which gives watning that brief night is past 
can hardly fail to suggest a deliberate rerainisccnce of the 
corresponding episode hi Romeii imd Juliet. Then comes the 
patting, and a reluctant Cressida must to the Gtecian camp. 
The lytic note is sustained to the end, and the vague doubts 
that already begin to haunt the soul of Ttoilus lend pathos to 
his hurried leavetaking: 

ln|uiious Time now, with a robber’s haste. 

Crams his lich thievery up, he knows not how. 

As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 

With distinct breach and consigned kisses to them. 

He fumbles up into a loose adieu; 

And scants us with a single famished kiss. 

Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

Cressida is beheld only twice agmn; firstly when the cool self- 
possession which she shows at her somewhat disconcertii^ 
reception in the Grecian can^ leads Ulysses, who loiows the 
hearts of men and women, to set her down at first sight as a 
sluttish spoil of oppottunity and daughter of the game; and 
lastly in the midnight scene before the tent of Calchas, where 
all her coquetries are bestowed upon Diomede before the 
revolting eyes of Ttoilus, and the lad’s young edifice of faiths 
and loyalties comes crumbling about his feet. The disillusion- 
ment of Ttoilus is our disillusionment, and to Pandar, with his 
insolent leer at the 'brethren and sisters of the hold-door trade’ 
whom he professes to find in the audience, is committed tlie 
epilogue of the play. Ttoilus will not have us ‘square the 
general sex by Cressid’s rule’; but indeed it is to be suimiscd 
th.it Shakespeare meant little else. The soul of Cressida is 
strange to the loyalties of a Juliet before her or an Imogen after 
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her. Her nearest sister is perhaps the pitiful and frail Ophelia. 
But she IS not a psychological monstrosity like her unde. To 
set her down as a professional -wanton who deliberately angles 
for the soul of her lover, were to mistake the play. It is in her 
humanity that the bitterness of it lies. She was not made of the 
stuff of heroines, but het vows and protestations were teal 
etioiigl) when they were uttered. She was but a light woman. 
And v.’hen Shakespeare wrote her story he was in a mood to 
say, ‘She was but a woman.’ 

The scenes dealing with the fortunes of the war contain 
much, in the disquisitions of Ulysses and die heatt-seatchings 
of Hector and his brothers with tegatd to the obhgations of 
honour imposed upon them by the rape of Helen, in which a 
satirical intention is not obvious; and they lend some colour 
to the theory that Shakespeare was utilizing material originally 
composed in a different vein. One fancies that, as the play was 
first conceived, Ulysses was intended to occupy a mote 
significant part in it, and that it may have been designed as a 
son of pendant to Julm Caiset, which should analyse the 
respective contributions to efficiency made by the tali man of 
his hands on the one side, and on the other by the strategic 
brain with its bedwork, raappery, and closet-war. The last act, 
again, shnu's Shakespeare carried away to some extent by the 
glamour of die old epic narrative, and writing with guato of 
die dreadful Saglttaty, and of Margatelon standing colossus- 
wise, waving his beam, upon the [lashed corpses of the Icings. 
It is, Ilf course, in the figuce of Adiilles that the critical purpose 
is concentrated. In Achilles the hero is set before us as a 
bt.twny and brainless swashbuckler, a kind of guardsman, as 
guardsmen were conceived of m early Victorian fiction, sulk- 
ing in his tent out of a childish arrogance, and incapable of 
any lofty vision or of sacrifice for any cause other than his own 
reputation. He is lazy as well as stupid; lolls on a day-bed with 
Patrodus, and amuses himself, so &r as he understands them, 
with the ineffable jests of 'nietsitcs, whose foul tongue and aH- 
pervading cynicism serve as a constant chorus to this side of 
the play. The meanest motives alone determine Achilles for 
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and against participation in the war; he will fight, out of 
jealousy against Ajax and because he is stung with the taunts 
of Hector; he will not fight, because so to do would interrupt 
an idle amour with Polyxena. Finally, when he is roused by the 
death of Patrodus and the havoc wrought among his Myrmi- 
dons, he vanquishes Hector, not in single combat, but by s 
treacherous plot in which he directs Ae swords of others 
against an unarmed man. So he triumphs over the corpse, and 
the Greeks vaunt a hero from whose composition courage and 
chivalry are alike omitted. Thersites here, as there Pandat, is 
justified of his creed. 

Ajax, for the purposes of the play, is an echo of Achilles; 
but it is just possible that he also serves an object of literary 
controversy. The Cambridge play of Tfe Retar* from Parmssas 
puts into the mouth of the actor Kempe an allusion to a certain 
‘purge’ administered by ‘our fellow, Shakespeare’, to put 
down that redoubtable champion Ben Jonson. If this ‘purge’ 
is to be looked for in Shakespeare’s plays as they have come 
down to us, it is to be found more probably than elsewhere in 
the description of Ajax which Alexander gives to Cressida in 
fee second scene of fee first act. 

This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of their particulat addi- 
tions; be is as vsliant as the lion, churlish as the beat, slow as the 
elephant; a man into whom nature hath ao crowded humours that 
his valour is crushed into folly, his folly sauced with diacretion. 
There is no man hath a virtue that he hath not a glimpse of, nor any 
man an attaint but he catties some stain of it. He is melancholy 
without cause, and merry against the hair. Ho hath the joints of 
every thing, but every thing so out of joint, that he is a gouty 
Btiateus, many hands and no use; or purblind Argus, all eyes and no 
sight. 

This, with its reference to humours, may pass for a caricature 
of Ben Jonson, and has no special beating upon the actual 
personality of the beef-witted Ajax, as he is represented later in 
fee play. Perhaps the actor who represented Ajax gave point 
to fee jest by making up so as to imitate Ben Jonson’s tough- 
hewn features, There ate indications in the epistle to the play 
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that it had never been represented on the ordinary London 
stage. On the other hand, it had certainly been acted some- 
where before 1603. One wonders whether it had been pro- 
duced, like The Riiiirii fnm Tamassns itself, at Cambridge. 
Ilmlci in shown by the title-page of the First Quarto to have 
been performed there; and the dassical subject would have its 
appropriateness before an academic audience. 



ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 


A HATHBR fantastic desite to identify All's Well tht Buis 
Well with the Lott's Lnhosir's Won mentioned by Francis Meta 
is mainly tesponslble fot the persistent attempt of many 
scholars to trace in its occasional rhymed passages the survivals 
of an earlier and discarded version of the play. But Shake- 
speare’s use of thyme, after he had given it up as a normal 
vehicle of dialogue, is apt to be deliberate, serving to indicate 4 
heightening of the dramatic mood or to fulfil some other quite 
d efini te purpose; and it becomes in consequence a very ua- 
truatworthy guide in determiaing questions of chronology. 
There is no reason to suppose that All's Well that Eads Will 
afibrds an exception; and in any case, even if an earlier draft lie 
concealed, there can be litde doubt that the whole structure 
and handling of the play in its present form belong to the same 
and to a feirly advanced date in Shakespeare’s development, 
It groups its^ undeniably with Troihis and Cressida and hUo- 
stn for Mtasttrs, as one of the bitter comedies ; for it is a comedy 
from which all laughter has evaporated, save the grim laughter 
which follows the dubious sallies of Monsieur Lavache and 
the contemptuous laughter which presides over the plucking 
bate of the ineffable ParoUes. The spiritual affinities of 
Helena’s story are indeed fat less with the radiant humour of 
Twelfth and As Yon Uke It than with the analytic 
psydtology of the great advance-guard of tragedy, Jtdias 
Caesar and Hamlet, which was almost contemporaty with these. 
Of Hamht in particular, one is again and again reminded, The 
advice of the Countess to Bertram in the opening scene curi- 
ously re-echoes that of Poloojus to Bertram’s counterpart, 
Laertes; and what is PatoUes but the more elaborate portrait of 
the same type of hunun vanity which is represented by the 
thumbnail sketch of Ostic the waterfly? The analogy to be 
traced, however, goes &r deeper than this. In Brutus and in 
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IhmlU, ShaLcspeaie had aet aide b> side two ttagtc studies of 
(;i(. 'tncss fading to bt greatness through the eTCess oi defect 
ot ttrtiin nullities whose perfett balance is necessary to 
ed ' lenej It is pi< i lacli such anothei study that the fortunes of 
f iLleni, d n 'htly icad, icveal. 

1 il e ill the ililliruk plays, AIN Will that Ends Well was 
biiuiiU to nii'lead the more supcriieial commentators. Over 
t Lien 1 < ntimcnt his lun not. Ilcai how Mis Jameson gushes: 

lime n iti IS. petlnps, a more beiutilul picture oi a woman’s 
!o e. die' i h-d in seciet, not self tonsuming m silent hnguishment 
- iiof piling in thought - not passive and ’despondmg over Its 
idol’ - I ul pitient ai J hopeful, strong m ns own mtensity, and 
sustiiii.d hv Its uv u tond filth I he mete pride of rank and 
birth is a piejudice of which she cannot comprehend the force, 
becius.. het mind towers so immeasurably above n; and, compared 
to th. infmite lot e which sv ells w ithm her ow n bosom, it sinks into 
notliing She cannot concuvo that he to v horn she has devoted her 
heart and truth, her soul, her life, her services, must not one day 
lose hei m return , and unce her own beyond the reach of fate, that 
her eates, her catesses, hci unwearied, patient tenderness, will not at 
list ' s in her loid to look upon her’ It is this fond &th which, 
hopn g all things, enables het to endute all things , which hallows 
and aignifiea the surrcndei of hei woman’s pride, makmg it a 
sictihie on w hrth v ittuc ind love throw o mingled incense 

One w ould hardly gathei from this rhapsody the simple truth 
that the play 15 drenched in uonv, and that what in virtue of 
hei 'fond faith’ and het ‘unwearied, patient tenderness’ 
HeLna reall) eftccts is, hrsd), to duve a man, who not merely 
does not lose her hut loves someone else, into a forced raar- 
ruve In i tnel . and then by anoihct tiick to substitute herself 
in het husb.ind’s bed for the misttess whom he wishes to 
•educe, and so to nbtuii the consummation which his not un- 
n itut d coldness w ould otbeiwisc h ive demed her. Surely this 
unsiviiur) adventure, for the 'lU of a not very desirable 
pn/e, is inadciiuatelv described as ‘the sutrendet of her 
woimn’s piide’ 

Obs lously, I think, the issue ot the tlung is not Helena’s 
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trixunph but Helena’s degradation. I conceive Shakespeare’s 
design to have been something like this. He has shown ntfble 
manhood made ineffective as a practical instrument for life, 
in Hamlet bp very intellect, and in Brutus by very idealism. 
He will now show noble womanhood made equally ineffective 
by the highest quality of womanhood itself, which is lovcj by 
the imperious instinct of sex, which drives Helena througb 
nnworthy paths to a profitless goal, and turns man’s tender 
helpmate, like Bernard Shaw’s Anne Whitefield, into the keen 
and unswerving huntress of man. Thus indeed is she Diana’s 
maid. The play will hear closet analysis from this point of 
view. Certainly Helena is a nobly planned woman. Her level 
brain, her depth of feeling, her easy mastery of every situation 
in which she finds herself, place her of all Shakespeare’s hero- 
ines neatest to the Portia of Th Menhanf of Veniit. Thus she 
impresses everyone with whom she comes into contact and 
who is competent to judge. She is the worthy child of a worthy 
father. ‘She derives her honesty and achieves her goodness,’ 
To the gracious old Countess she is dear as a daughter. ‘She 
may latrfully make title to as much love as she finds; there is 
imwte eswing het than is, paid, and mote ahaH Vse paid W thia 
she’ll demand.’ To tafeu, experienced and sane in judgement, 
for all his light deliverance, she is 

One, that in her sex, her years, profession, 

Vyisdom and constancy, hath amazed me more 
Than I dace blame my weakness. 


To the dying king, after his first conversation with her, it seems 
that 


All that life can rate 

Worth natne of life, in thee hath estimate, 
Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, all 
Tliat happiness and prime can happy call 


Only Parolles the witless and Bertram the unseeing fed w 
tecognize the charm and the strength that ate in bet. J^ven 
beyond Portia she is dowered with an indomitable will, a v'iU 
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that csactly measiaKS its meads to its ends and tegacds no 
obstarles in its direct advance to the achievement it has set 
itself. In the very first scene her judgement of character is 
sliown by her treatment of Patolles, with whose equivocal 
conversation she plays as if he were a child, while her mind is 
set on other things. She has no doubt whatever about him, 
hnows him a notorious liar, thinks him a great way fool, solely 
a coward. But Bertram she loves, and cannot judge him at all. 
This unequalled virgin has fallen in love with a good-looking 
iioy, as any other woman might. Her passion lingers on his 
arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls. She has come to 
think him desitable, and herself unworthy of him. She has 
forgot her fiither: 

My imaginnrion 

Carries no favour in it but Bertram’s. 

I am undone; there is no liviog, none. 

If Bertram be away. It were all one 
That I should love a bright particular star. 

And think to wed it, be is so above me. 

As a matter of fact, of course, Bertram is a young ass, and has 
shown no touch of any quality worthy to mate with Helena’s 
save the spirit which makes him unwilling to stay at court 
while others go to the wats: 

Creaking his shoes on the plain masonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no swoid worn 
But one to dance withi 

The weakness of his nature is apparent in the influence won 
over him by ParoUes, an empty-headed and boastful fool, with 
just enough inteiligence to make his profit out of the novice to 
whom he has attached himself. ParoUes chooses to treat Helena 
as a waiting-maid, and his pupil is not likely to lay aside the 
insolence of birth and to recognize how fat a poor physician’s 
daughter has the advantage ol him in all the gifts of head and 
he.irt. lie docs not improve hy acquaintance. The wisdom of 
the king in desiring to keep him &om following the wars soon 
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becomes appatent -when be reaches Florence. He does honoiif. 
able service in the field, but he has no power of aelf-restaim 
and under the apt guidance of his ting-carrier he shows himself 
a dangerous and lascivious boy, and a whale to virginity. 
Ultimately he proves even worse than this, and in the last 
ordeal, when he is confronted with Diana and the tings, stands 
confessed a cur and a hat. 

It is not for long tliat Helena continues In the mood of selt- 
depreciation which leads her to think Bertram out of het 
sphere. Even while she is talking to Parolles she realizes the 
strength of her own love and of her own will, and befote 
the end of the scene her resedntion is taken. Henceforward 
she dominates the play, and passes from dishonour to dis- 
honour on the path to her final victory; 

Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie 
Which we ascribe to heaven. The fated sky 
Gives us free scope; only doth backward pull 
Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull, 

The first remedy is clearly to follow Bertram to Paris, and so 
she lies glibly and with an air of extreme pandour to the 
Countess, and leaves behind her the impression that the only 
motive of het journey is the hope of curing the king. The king 
is cured, and Helena, who l^s been careful to secure the 
promise of het reward beforehand, claims Bertram’s hand. 
There is a pretty air of modest deference about her; 

I dare not say I take you; but I give 
Ke and my service, ever whilst I live. 

Into your guiding power. 

Nevertheless she does take him, standing by cool and self- 
possessed, while the grateful king forces het hand upon a most 
reluctant husband. Even young asses have their rights, and one 
cannot but feel some sympathy with Bertram, who, as it 
appears aftetwatds, has already cast his eyes on Maudlin Lafeu, 
when be bursts out with bis: 

0 my ParoUes, they have married me I 
ifio 
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Aftti the ceremony he dtsiinbi>es Helena briefly enough. She is 
reihitefl to heg a kisi., whieh is denied her; and with this 
lumnlKition mikes hci way to Roussillon. Heie she learns that 
It I hi 1 inti ntion nevet to bed hei, and at the thought of him 
m the u.ii 1 her (list mstinet is to relent .ind set him ftee But 
will IS e! 1 .tie .ind rt i .sei ts itself She lies .ig.iin to the Countess 
111 the letlti 1' hieli e [nesses het intention to go upon a pil- 
j'rinui't, so that Beittam m.iy return; for, although she does 
put on the palmei’s garb, it is only to puisue her husband to 
1 Irneuie Hire occurs the substitution incident which, m this 
pl.i\ as in Ah mm foi AUasme, proves a difhcult morsel for the 
sentimental rtider. Mis Jameson faces the problem by saying 
that ‘ the circumstances and details with which Helena is sur- 
rounded are shocking to out feehngs and wounding to our 
delicacy . and yet the beauty of the character is made to triumph 
oaor all'. Of couise that is not really so the meanness of the 
device to which Helena stoops m order to secute a nominal 
possession of her husband is a measure of the spiritual straits 
to which the instinct of sea has teduced the noblest of women, 
then come mote lies, growing easier and easier each tune, 
until she can shepherd Bertram with the report of het death 
back to Marseilles, and theie claim him in the presence of the 
king by a proof of the hteral fulfilment of the conditions he had 
laid dou n. 

In the end Bertram is reconciled. He has dieady outgrown 
the ■ snipped-taflcta fellow’ and ‘redtailed humble-bee’ Patol- 
les, and perhaps Helena may succeed in making a man of him 
some clay But after all it is a poor prize for which she has traded 
her honour in the dust, and comedy has made strange progress 
with bhakes|>caie since he shook our sides at the gross roguery 
of TaKtafl, oi esen the befooling of the poor coxcomb Mai- 
volio, Behind eomcdv so unsmiling a^ this some perturbation 
of the once sunny spirit must needs lie. 
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Many honest readers of Shakespeare quite frankly resent the 
very existence of Measun for Measure. They have formed a 
conception of the poet as the great idealist; as one who, 
although he has indeed sounded the heights and depths nf 
experience, has yet kept unspotted his romantic soul; as one 
■with whom they may be sure of breathing the amplet ether 
and diviner air, and who, through whatever searchings of 
heart he may lead them, may always be trusted in the long mu 
to present and vindicate the eternal laws of righteousness. 
There are plays of Shakespeare, written in the healthy optim- 
ism of his youth or in the golden serenity of his ■waning years, 
which fit in well enough ■with his temper. There are others 
upon the purport of which it Is able to put a subtle miscon- 
struction. But Measure for Measure falls within neither of these 
categories. It just perplexes and ofiends, with its deliberate 
painting of the seamy side of things, through which intolerable 
personages pass to an end that is certainly determined by no 
principles of poetic justice. We are in unwholesome company, 
with Mistress Overdone the bawd and Pompey the panded, 
Claudio, who would sacrifice his sister’s honour to save his life, 
is allowed to keep both his life and his Juliet. Even the hypo- 
crite Angelo has no worse fete than quiet days of oblivion with 
Mariana in his garden dtcummured with brick. There is no 
clear issue here, and to no profit of righteousness has Isabella’s 
white soul been dragged through the mite. So the play is con- 
demned, and all its beauties cannot save it; not the sleepy 
music of the moated grange, nor the marvellous psychology 
of the scenes between Isabella and Angelo in the second act 
and between Isabella and Claudio in the third, nor the haunting 
phrases that constantly startle the imagination at turn after 
turn of the murky way. In vain Isabella tells us in her passion 
of devotion: 
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The imprcbsion of keen whips Tld wear as rubies; 
in vain is the deep maxim of the Duke: 

Spirits arc not finely touched 
But to fine issues; 

in vain the splendid flicker of poor weak Qaudio’s soul, when 
he thinks for a moment lliat he is going to be a hero: 

tf I must die, 

I will encounter darkness as a bride, 

And hug it in my arms. 

Uiniiire Jot hleasm is an unpleasant play, and there is an end 
of it, for the sentimentalist. 

Fortunately the critic has long ago made up his account 
with sentimentalism, and has come to the firm conviction that 
his business is with the understanding, stage by stage, of 
Shakespeare’s spiritual development, rather than with the 
wish, certainly idle and probably insolent, that this develop- 
ment had been otherwise. He, Aetefore, without reference to 
any a priori conception, may take Meaiiire for Mmm for what 
it is, as forming, together w'lA Ae group of plays to which it 
belongs and which mcludes also AJVs Welt that Ends Well and 
Troitas and Creisida, Ae smgularly mteresting record of a 
particular phase m the poet’s shifting outlook upon humanity 
and upon the universe to whlA humanity is bound. They ate 
all unpleasant plays, Ae utterances of a puzzled and Asturbed 
spitit, full of questionings, sceptical of its own ideals, looking 
wlA new misgiving into the ambiguous shadows of a world 
over which a cloud has passed and made a goblin of Ac sun. 
It Is perhaps hardly wotA while to speculate what causes, 
within or without, may have precipitated a mood so alien to 
that in which, quite tecendy, such light-hearted comeAes as 
As You Like It, Much Ado About Nothing, and Tmlfth Nipfit 
had been written. To seek them in the misadventure of the 
Sonnets, or in Ac disconcerting politics of Ae Essex rebellion, 
is less to employ evidence Aan to indulge in Ae pleasant sport 
of biogniphical conjecture. Whatever the explanation, the feet 
remains that for a period in Shakespeare’s history neat Ae 
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beginning of the seventeenth ceninry the tose-ied vision give 
place to the grey, and that, if he still wrote as an idealist, it was 
as an idealist into whose imagination had passed the ferment of 
doubt and the bitterness of disillusion. And so Meamrefor 
Measure wears the rue of comedy with a difference. Imcio is of 
the tribe of Metcutio, just without Mercutio’s saving grace of 
the readiness to throw away his life for the sake of the game, 
The milieu of Mistress Overdone is the mlltti of Mistress 
Quickly, and you may catch a veritable echo of the talk of 
mine hostess of Eastcheap in Pompey’s description of the 
stewed prunes, ‘which at that very distant time stood, as it 
were, in a fruit-dish, a dish of some threepence. Your honours 
have seen such dishes ; they ate not China dishes, but very good 
dishes ’. The change is not in the puppets, but in their observer 
and interpreter. Sin, which was human, has become devilish. 
Here ate the forms of comedy, the by-play of jest and the end- 
ing of reconciliation. But the limits of comedy, which may be 
serious but must be suave, ate sorely strained. There is a cruel 
hint in the laughter, and the engineer of the reconciliation is 
surely a cynic. 

It is perhaps characteristic of the state of mind out of which 
Measure for Measure came, that it is not only a painful, but also 
an extremely difficult play. As in certain modem plays, to 
which its affinities are perhaps closet than to anything in its 
own age, while the general critical intention is evident, it 
succeeds in evading rigid analysis. The intelligence of the 
spectator Is stimulated, rather than satisfied. And In fact It may 
be doubted whether Shakespeare wrote it with any very cleat 
scheme before him. It suggests rather the landom and tentative 
exercise, in various directions at once, of a mordant analysis, 
resulting in a somewhat intricate design of unresolved and 
interwoven themes. It is the work of a man searching some- 
what vaguely for truth in unfiimiliat paths. Some thtais of 
flieae cross-purposes may periiaps be disentangled. Thete is 
one which resumes' the earlier criticism levied in Lett's 
Lahesir’s Lost at the life against nature. The philnsopheis of 
Navarre shut theit ears to the voice of nature’s most imperious 
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instinct, until that instinct takes its lapid and disconcerting 
revenge. Mote tragically disastrous is the issue of the less 
[ilayfu! attempt of the ruler of Vienna to shut out the wanton- 
ncb,s of the llesh. Claudio has hardly sinned. ‘He hath but as 
oll'ended in a dream,’ says the Provost. But the too hasty 
revival of the forgi rtten edict shatters his youth and J uliet’s, and 
hurries him hr a liery ordeal wliich Ids frail soul proves ill- 
iitted to endure. So is the idle way of a man with a maid turned 
to trageily. To l.ucio’s satire of tlie man ‘whose blood is very 
snow-broth’, in whose housC'eaves ‘sparrows must not build, 
because they are Iccheruus one need not attach too much 
weight; for Lucio, in spite of his honest reverence for the 
‘enskied and sainted’ Isabella, speaks with the voice of unre- 
generate Vienna. Yet there is practical wisdom, did the Duke 
but know it, in the worldling’s warning that the nature of the 
vice is such that ‘it is impossible to extitp it quite, friar, till 
eating and drinking be put down’. It is Angelo’s own case, 
however, which aifotds the most complete reftitation’ of the 
folly of endeavouring to bind human nature in too strait bonds 
of iscipline, in the pictute of the austere man tripped by the 
very fault he most condemns, and driven through hypocrisy 
into the darkest ways of tj'ranny, violation, and judicii mur- 
der. 

Another very obvious element in Measure for Measure is the 
retnotseless analysis which probes the inmost bemg of man 
and strips him naked before the spectators while he 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 

As imkcs the angels weep. 

It is the temper of the inquisitor; and you can but shudder as 
a soul is brought into the tottute-chambet and shrivels into 
nothingness liefore some .sharp test of circumstance. The slow 
degradation and exposure of the ‘prenzy’ Angelo is a case in 
point; and still more tlie pitiful failure of the lad Claudio when 
called upon unaware to make his choice between death and 
disloyalty. It is a terrible scene, led up to with grave irony by 
the Duke’s philosophical disquisition upon the vanity of life 
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Mid oT man, -who is merely ‘death’s fool’. Claudio, indeed is 
resigned to death, when a door to life, even though a 
honoured life, suddenly swings open before him. At fitst-foi 
he is an honest boy - he rejects the thought. And then his 
imagination begins to work and to terrify itself with the detidh 
of mortality. Isabella knows her brother, and her spirit girds 
itself for quick battle with his weakness. 

CLAUDIO: Death is a fearful thing! 

ISASULLA: And shamed life a hatefuil 

CLAUDIO: Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 

To lie in cold absiruccioa, and to rot; 

This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded dod; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice; 

To be imprisoned in the viewless winds. 

And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world; or to be worse than worst 
Of those that lawless and mcettab thought 
Imagbe howlbg - ’tie too horrible I 
The weariest and most loathed worldly hfc 
That age, ache, penary, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 

Claudio has undergone his ordeal, and has ^iled. It is but a 
step now to the unmanned cry of ‘Sweet sister, let me live’, 
and tti the pitiful contemplation of the ruins of a human soul, 
Is it the corroding atmosphere of moral suspicion which hangs 
about the play that leaves one not absolutdy certam whether 
Isabella too has not had her ordeal and m her turn Med? She 
is a saint, of course; evenLucio feels that; and perhaps it comes 
quite naturally to a saint to say, ‘More than out brother is out 
diaslity.’ Shakespeare does not suggest an alternative; but is it 
not legitimate to think that the question whether Isabella was 
wholly justified in the eyes of her creator is one of the enigmas 
of this most enigmatic play? In any case I am quite sure that 
the actual issue which is found in the pretended submission of 
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Isabella and fhe device of the substituted Mariana, common- 
place of romance as the latter may be, does not commend 
ilself to the modern conscience. It is, however, perhaps a shade 
It'-i. displcaiiing than the mversion of the same situation in 
Mi's Wdlthat Hath Well. 

Hut is the criticism of Mtasart for Measure confined to 
humanity, or is Shakespeare already, as in some of his later 
plays, unable to exclude mao’s maker from his indictment of 
man? The ‘old fantastical duke of dark corners’, from whose 
absence Angelo’s brief authority springs, who amicably assists 
the development of the plot, and finally returns to reward the 
evildoers and to abash Lucio, is a somewhat mysterious per- 
sonage. It IS not quite cleat what is the dramatic purpose of 
Lucio’s scandal about him, or how fee he has judged the char- 
acter of Angelo, of whose relations with Mariana he is aware, 
before the beginning of the action. His part in the story is a 
version of the famUiar Harun al-Rashid theme; and he must, I 
think, be held in a play dealing seriously with the problems of 
life to symbolize the workings of Providence. But then surely 
die treatment of Providence is ironical. Just as in the almost 
contemporary Tnitsis and Cressida Shakespeare is almost cer- 
tainly turning to ridicule the traditional ideals of heroic 
romance, so here the duke can be nothing but a travesty of a 
Ilarun al-Rashid. Theoretically it is his function to resolve all 
the complications of the plot, and to re-establish the shaken 
founikitions of eternal justice by punishing the wrongdoers 
and rewarding the innocent. In effect, after prymg about in 
disguise and preaching sermons throughout the greater part of 
the play, he is unable to perform his simple task without a 
wholly unnecessary structure of superfluous mystification and 
intrigue. Why does he conceal ftom Isabella, in her grief, the 
knowledge that her brother yet lives? To what purpose is 
the further prolongation of her agony, after his return, by the 
pretended disbelief of her story and the suspicion cast upon 
the friar, in whose person he has counselled her? These are the 
antics of a cat with a mouse, rather than the dispositions of a 
w ise and beneficent ruler; and it is difficult to see anything in 
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the giave elaboration of them, except a satirical tnteatioa of 
Shakespeare towards theories about the moral government of 
the unlvetse which, for the time being at least, he does not 
share. As yet, indeed, his nascent pessimism has only advanced 
to the point of finding ineffectiveness and not deliberate ill-will 
in the ordering of things. The thoroughgoing denunciations of 
King hear ate stiU to come. But a narrower spiritual gulf divides 
Measure for lhasttre from the tragedy of King hear than from 
the comedy of As You Like It. 

I do not suppose that everyone will read the play exactly as I 
read it. Like all works of art (hat spring out of a vexed, and 
not out of a limpid mood, it lends itself to many and diverse 
interpretations. It must be confessed that it is broken music, 
and &at broken music is not the highest form of composition; 
bat at least it takes on new interest when the harp from which 
it is struck is the heart of a Shakespeare. 



OTHELLO 


C)i .ill flit grcjt aiul miiving Shakespearian plava, Othello is 
lint 111 siliith the fullest expression is (;iveti to that particular 
ipi iliti Ilf seiitimciit 111 emotion, to which belongs the name of 
]iitliris. One may perhaps ilehne pathos as tragic pity. It ts the 
a^llini' up of human sympathy at the sight of something 
Ixautitiil ami fi.iil in the grip of forces utteily beyond its own 
coiiuiil, at the f.ite of tlie windlestiaa' in the floods. Tragedy, 
as Aiistotle hinted long ago, arises out of the contemplation of 
tlie dish of forces and the tuumph of the greater force, and its 
result in the human soul is to an ake the feelings of pity and of 
awe. And pity or awe predominates according to the extent of 
the disproportion between the strength of the triumphant 
foice and that which is defeated. It is awfiil when the Titans 
make head against the Gods, even thongh the ultimate issue 
c.m be m no w.iy doubtful; it K pitiful whai the chariot-wheels 
of destiny roll over and crush a human flower. The one spec- 
tacle yields tragedy in the fullest sense; the other pathos. This 
distinction coriesponds closely to that between the efiect upon 
the spectator of Othello and the effect of the two othei tragedies 
u Inch, both m time .tnd in temper, stand nearest to it, Macbeth 
and Km^ Lear. In Maeheth the pathetic hardly finds any expres- 
sion; in Kii.g Lear it attache! itself mainly to the subordinate 
chanittet of the helpless Coideha, and if to Lear at all, not to 
him who wrangles with the eltancnts upon the blasted heath, 
but to the mined piece of nature who wanders, mad as 
the a e\ed sea, and crowned with rank fumitory and furrow 
weeds, tluough the acres of the sustaining com. Learand 
the M.icbeths .irc of the race of Titans, and when they go 
under, the he.iven! may vaunt themselves to have con- 
ipieted tiiose who, for a moment at least, were in some sort 
then equals. About Othello .ind Desdemona there is nothing 
of the Titanic. They are noble, of course, and gracious in their 
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lives; otherwise their fete would have altogether lacked feat 
exalted interest which is essential even to pathetic tragedy. 
But nevertheless, when the push comes, die simple open- 
hearted soldier and the tender woman who loves him prove 
to have nothing to oppose to the fotces that beset them. They 
are easy victims, and it is with the sense of springing tems 
rather than with the thrill of lost battle that we watch them to 
the hopeless end. 

In other respects, the grouping of Othe!h with Muthih and 
Kiitg hear is complete. Already the subtle change has come 
over Shakespeare’s attitude towards the problems of existence 
whereby cosmic tragedy has replaced the earlier psychological 
tragedy of JuUus Caesar and of Hamlet. The issue has shifted 
from the rdations of man and man to the relations of man sod 
his creator. The sceptical ironies of the bitter comedies begin 
to take shape as a definite arraignment of the scheme of things. 
Failure is presented as a resultant no longer of character but of 
destiny ; and the fell of Othello is not merely the fell of a good 
man, but the purposed and inevitable defeat of goodness itscE 
The play is a dud, in which goodness as such is pitted against 
evh as sudv, and to represent evB Shakespeare has icctmtsetn 
the revival of a type of character which finds its analogues in 
some of his eatliest plays and still more in plays not his. In 
lago he returns, with a more definite philosophic purpose as 
w^ as with a fkt greater subtlety of d^neation, to the model 
whicb he had taken feom Madowe’s Batabbas and used, with 
an imperfect comprehension of its real dramatic significance, 
in Aaron the Moot and in Ridiard Crookback. Once mote, and 
now to be treated as what he is, a symbol, not as what he is not, 
a human being, there comes upon the stage the terrible man 
according to Madiiavdii, wilJi his deliberate and sdf-con- 
sdoua choice of evil to be his good, and his superhuman 
tesQutce and effidency in shaping ^ events towards the tettlira- 
tion of his diabolical end. lago, playing upon the souls of all 
the other personages in the toma like puppets, and maoipu- 
ladng them this way and that as the intricacies of his plot for 
their common destruction require, is obviously enough the 
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efficient cause of the whole tragic working of Othslh His 
essential inhumanity is no less apparent He has the outspaid 
form and members of a man, but his dramatic function is that 
of the incarnation of the forces of evil, of the devil himseE 
I look down towards his feet, but that’s a fable, 

siys the disillusioned Othello, when the whole map of lago’s 
vilLiiny IS suddenly unrolled, an hour too late, before him. 
lago IS clear enough about himself and his calling' 

DivJoitv of hell! 

When devils will Ihe blackest sins put on, 

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows. 

As I do now 

In the sinister soliloquies with which, at every pause m the 
actions, he dehghts to take the stage and let the audience into 
his secrets, he reveals the clearest intellectual appreciation of 
the good points, which are for him the weak points, of his 
opponents, and it is precisely upon these, upon the unqnes- 
tiomng confidence of OtheUo and upon the generous impulses 
of Desdemona’s translucent soul, that he festens most securely 
the web of the intrigue that is to be their ruin Those Mephis- 
tophelean confidences give an added hoiror to the scenes m 
which die other petsonages reappear and lago composes the 
sneer upon his counlenance to assume once more the profit- 
able role of the disinterested follower or the sympathetic 
friend And so, at the height of his villainy, his unsuspecting 
victim sings his pluses 

This fellow 's of cvceediiig honesty. 

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 

Of huraui dialings 

Honest lagoi Thit viituc should bestow this epitliet upon 
vice IS a measure of the defeneclessncss of viitue in the eternal 
eonfUct It has been doubted whethei Shakespeare did not 
intend to qualify the abstiact devilry of lago by assigning foi 
his hatred of Othello ceitain motives not altogethei inhunian 
He represents hunself to Rodengo as beating the grudge of a 
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soldier wlio has been passed over for one less worthy. It Is not 
perhaps necessary to believe everything he says to Roderigo, 
although he is dsewhere not too careful to conceal his teal 
self before so inconsiderable a hearer. Roderigo is not a fish 
that requires much playing. But it is in the mote intimate 
revelation of his soliloquies that he professes a suspicion tlut 
the Moot has played him false with Emilia and a desire to be 
evened with him, wife for wife, tt is hardly to be supposed that 
this suspicion is meant to have any foundation. Othello’s be- 
haviour to Emilia certainly lends it no credence, and it is dear 
that for lago himself it is an occasion rather than a motive for 
treachery; 

I know not if it be true; 

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind. 

Will do as if for surety. 

What is illustrated is the willingness of evil to be convinced 
of evil, in contrast to the reluctance with which a similar 
suspicion IS entertained and the profound upheaval which it 
causes in Othello’s noble souL 
The type of lago fitted in with something profound in 
Shakespeare’s tragical apprehension of the world. It is re- 
sumed, not in the main plot but in the sub-plot of KJag Lur, 
whete the melodramatic Edmund has precisely lago’s trick of 
analysing his own infamy in cynical comment before the 
audience. And it recurs for the last time, with a significant 
diSerence, in the lachimo of Cjmbeliin, One may almost take 
CynAeline as the palinode to Othello, and the comparison be- 
tween lago and bchimo serves well to measure the gulf that 
lies between the perturbed Shakespeare of the great tragedies 
and Shakespeare in the golden mood of recovered optimism 
which inspires the last romances. The function of the char- 
acter is the same; it is the relation of that function to the 
general drift and ultimate outcome of the drama which is 
altered. lachimo is not, indeed, so selficonsdous a Machiavel- 
lian as lago; he does not stop in the course of his intrigues to 
hug bim^f on bis vUlainy, or to give expression to the dia- 
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bolical feith that is in him. Yet on any other hypothesis than 
that of sheer devilry his actions are nnintclligible. The mete 
desire to win his wager with Posthumus is too clearly an 
inadeiiuate imluceincnt to the undertaking of a toilsome jour- 
ney and a desperate enterprise. It is as the incarnate spirit of 
evil that he eoiiics, first to tempt Imogen, and when that fiiils, 
t(j ensnare her ami I’osthuraus in the folds of a plot closely 
p.ir,illel to that which lago weaves for the undoing of Othello 
and Desdcniona. Like lago he is a disintegrating force, and 
out of the innoe-ence and confidence of his victims he fashions 
die weapons which are to be used for their destruction. Only 
in the long run the power which lago represents and symbol- 
izes proves greater than innocence, and the same power as 
reptesented and symbolized by lachimo proves less than 
innocence. And of course this, from the point of view of 
philosophy, and from that of drama as a reflection and material 
eiLpression of philosophy, is a very fundamental difference 
indeed. The darkness wliich setdes upon Qthelh is lit by no 
gleam of hope at the close; but the sunshine breaks into the 
last scene of Cymklimt and it becomes apparent that not only 
has evil proved impotent to wreck the faith and happiness of 
Imogen, but also evil has ultimately ceased to be dominant 
even in the black soul of lachimo itself. By Imogen the very 
devil is taught 

The wide difference 
’Twkt amorous and viUainous. 

Othello, no less than lago, would seem at first sight to be 
paralleled in the later pkiys, to some degree by Posthumus, and 
to a greater degree by the Leontes of Tie ir/«frc’r Tti/e. But the 
resemblance i.s too superficial a one to bear much analysis. 
On this there is perhaps little to be added to one of the fmest 
pass.igcs in Ooletidgc’s unequal .Shakespearian comment 

Jealousy docs not atiike me as the point in Othello’s passion; I take 
it to lie rather mi agony that the creature, vliom he had believed 
angelic, with whom he had garaited up his heart, and whom he 
could not help still loving, should he proved impure and worthless. 
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It was the straggle mi to love het. It was a motal indignation and 
tegtet that virtue should so fail: - 'But yet the pi^ of it, lagol - 0 
lago 1 the of it, lago 1 ’ 

Qeatly, if Othello had been a Leontes, he would have been 
unfitted fot the part he has to play in the drama, Shakespeare’s 
scheme entails an opposition between black and white, and 
jealousy in the meaner sense would have lost Othello the sym- 
pathies which he is hound to maintain in order that tragic pity 
may be evoked. By his simplicity he fells, but his nobility of 
soul must remain unstained. It is not so with Posthumus ot 
Leontes, fot it is not Posthumus but Imogen, and it ft not 
Leontes but Hermione, upon whom the dramatist depends 
to hold the sympathies of the audience and to carry them on 
through the changing fortunes to the ultimate triumph. The 
jealous husbands of Cymheluu and Tht Wmtsr's Tale are only 
instruments of the emotional history; and their own person- 
alities may remain unsympathetic until the time comes when 
their repentance is needed to contribute to the general recon- 
ciliation. But Othello must never be unsympathetic. From the 
beginning he is a gtacious and doomed creature, a child in 
spirit, walking on the abyss; and the tragic pity slowly gathers 
as he moves on with honest eyes to the sudden disaster which 
lago has prepared. 



MACBETH 


Voi’tiLAR tragedy demands its obvious and acknowledged 
villain, a visible and as it were professional worker of iniquity, 
whose deeds of blood and ravishment may bring the authentic 
thrill of horror to gross nerves and imaginations far from tickle 
o’ the sere. As soon as psychology meddles in the matter and 
spectators with cultivated faculties begin to ask that dratna 
shall, at any rate in some degree, answer to the average ex- 
perience of hfe, this puppet ceases to appeal. For the actual 
organization of society, however fiir from perfect, is at least so 
far advanced as to leave little room for the obvious villain, 
whose undtamatic fate it usually is to be discovered at an eatly 
stage, and treated, according to circumstances, as a criminal 
or as a lunatic; in either event, gagged and rendered harmless. 
The exceptions are so tare as hardly to interest the typical 
spectator, or rather the typical crowd of spectators, whose 
measure of psychology compasses mainly the normal. Mote- 
over, it readily becomes apparent that the obvious villain is 
by BO rrsat tM em esfentiil &ctor in the ptodacdoa of torgedy. 
By expelling the monstrous incarnation of evil you certainly 
do not expel evil itself; and, when once the primitive level of 
intelligence has been passed, the dash of the forces that make 
fot and against righteousness in the various heart of man yields 
the tragic thtill none the less because the showman has left oif 
painting in the old primacy colours; 

In tragic Hfc, God wot. 

No vilLun need bel Passions spin the plot; 

We ate bettayed by what is false within. 

Thus, in the ordinary course of htetary evolution, external 
tr.tgcdy gives way to psychological tragedy. But there is a 
tliirdgrade, to which only the gods or titans of literature success- 
fully attain. Tills is cosmic to^edy. From the contemplation 
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of good and evd in the individual soul, the philosophic 
mind passes to the contemplation of good and evil in the 
totality of things, ot mote precisely, in that tangled web of 
individual souls acting under material conditions, which is all 
of the totality of things whereto the limitations of the human 
spiiit permit access; and on this basis forms its conceptions of 
the intention and working of the non-human forces, perhaps 
imaginary, which it assumes to ply behind the veil. In the 
course of this process are in fact generated, however question- 
able they may be metaphysically, those habitual attitudes ot 
tempers in tlie face of the ultimate interrogations of things 
which we know as optimism and pessimism; and of pessimism 
an ancient and characteristic utterance is to be found in cosmic 
tragedy, Raised to this plane, tragedy ceases to be a mere 
record of the pity and terror of the facts of human nature, and 
takes shape as an arraignment of heaven, a grave andunfinch- 
it^ exposure of eternal laws which make of man nothing mote 
fW an outraged toy, a self-conscious windlestraw upon the 
remoiseless floods of fate. The corollaries perhaps follow, that 
cosmic tragedy must necessarily be pagan in sendment, since 
the Christian scheme of things, except in a morbid perversion 
of it, formally excludes pessimism; and that for a Christian 
writer tragedy is therefore confined to the failures of the 
individual scnil in the frad and blundering exercise of its &ee 
will. Humanity he is free to probe, but the stats do not abide 
his question. 

External tragedy, psychological tragedy, cosmic tragedy; 
the tragedy of villainy, the tragedy of character, the tragedy of 
fete; aS three types ^d thdr occasional and tentative expres- 
sion among the earlier plays of Shakespeare. Nothing, indeed, 
is more remarkable in his genius than the triumphant ease 
which he shows in combining the devices of the popular 
entertainer with the interests of the freely moving thinker and 
artist. In Tints, AnA-meus he handled, or perhaps only re- 
handled, a representative theme, dripping with blood and 
revenge, of the school of Kyd; and personages of the Aaron 
tradition may be traced through to the lago of Otielh and the 
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Iiidumo of CyitibsliiK, although a comparison of Aaron and 
F.igo will show the difference between the villain who is the 
I ihc lent cause and tlie villain who is merely tlie instrument of 
tr.K'edy. lUchard the S/ioHd is definitely psychological tragedy, 
in Its dediiclion of failure in kingship os the nauiral result of 
the alisenco of kingly nualilius in a king. and Jtililt, on 

tlic orbcr hand, laj^s the burden on fate. The lovers ate star- 
cfiJHsed from the beginning; their splendid passion only comes 
into existence to be the victim of an inexotablc and malignant 
destiny, liven in Komto and Juliet, how'ever, pessimism is not 
hejond iiuestiun; and tragedy of any kind is the rarer mood 
during the first half of Shakespeare’s dramatic career, through- 
out which the riot of farce and the graver mirth of comedy are 
dominant. About i6oi, the biogtaphers agree in detecting a 
change of temper. The poet lost his faith in the world. The 
light-heartedness of his earlier manner vanished; the laughter 
died away upon his lips; and the note of criticism came to be 
more plainly heard, swelling at last to the bitter and compre- 
hensive denunciations of Lear and Timon. Various attempts, 
more ot less fautastic, have been made to connect this phase of 
spiritual development with external events; with personal 
losses by death; with some of the love-troubles suggested by 
the Sonnets ; with the pohtical disappointments of the dose of 
Hliaabeth’s reign, and, in particular, with the shock given to 
English patriotism by the ruin of the hopes that had been 
.staked upon the Bail of Essex. These are regions of shadowy 
conjecture, which it is safer to leave untrod. The cleat fact 
temains that for eight or nine years Shakespeare devoted 
himself to the analysis of victorious evil, setting forth in 
strong tdief the failures, the di,sillusions, the inefiectiveness of 
humanity. Terapetament at war with draimstances; the btute 
in man trampling upon the god; these are the themes he is 
impelled to illusttate. To this period, so fat as one can be sure 
about dates, belong all the greater tragedies with the exception 
of Ike/srro and Jniiet, together with the tliree ‘bittet’ comedies, 
Troilns and Ctessida, All’s Well that Hnds Well, and Measnte fot 
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Msaswe, in some respects more sad than the tiageditstii£jj, 
selves. The pessimistic attitude to life was not, indred,£mUot 
Shalcespeate. For a while - to borrow Professor Dovifes 
happy phrases - he was ‘in the depths’) but he rose to wjJli 
‘the heights’; his last words prodaim the ultimate triumph of 
good in the serene optimismof Cjmbiliiii, Tht Waller's Ts4, and 
Tie Tempest. But, so long as it endured, as Swinburne pointed 
out in the case of Othello, his pessimism was yet deeper and mots 
unchequeted than that of Aeschylus; Aete is not even, ask 
Ae Ofestek, the purification of Apollo shining m the distance, 
Pessimism, in Ae quasi-philosophical sense, does not, ot 
course, become articulate in every play of Ae group. The 
anIiAesis, already mAcated, between psychological tragedy 
and cosmic tragedy holds good, alAough, like every such 
Astmedon, it must not be applied wiA rlgiAty to individual 
cases. If this caution is borne m mind, it is perhaps safe to 
sdect Jutias Caesar, Antony and Cleopatra, aadH«w/e/as typical 
tragedies of Ae psyAological order, which deal prinrfy 
wlA problems of human and conduct, and Kw| hetr and 
UaAetb as typical tcageAes of the cosmic order, in which the 
speculation of Ae drsimacist is primarily directed to Ae work- 
ing of powers which are conedved of as transcending the 
ptudy human. Thus Jalms Caesar is Ae tragedy of Ae Mute 
of Ae idealist m conAct wiA Ae ‘efficiemt’ man; Hamlet the 
parallel tragedy of Ae failure of Ae speculative man in Ae &ce 
of a claim for unreflecting strenuous action; Antony and Qie- 
paira Ae converse tragedy of Ae Assolution of ‘efldciency' 
before Ae spells of wantonness. In Ae two cosmic ttagedies, 
on Ae oAet hand, human personalities do hut straggle help- 
lessly m Ae net of Ae superhuman. The affections of King Lear 
sbattet themselves against Ae will of gods that know no love; 
while Macbeth presents Ae whole mystery of temptation and 
rettihutlon, of man Alven from sm to sin and on to sin’s 
undoing by resistless forces beyond his own control. 

'The hand of time has not been tender wiA Macbeth. An 
interpolator has contaminated Ae witch-scenes wiA singularly 
inappropriate prettlaesses; while a drastic process of shorten- 
ly* 
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IDE apparently in the interests of an acting-veision, has 
wtounh t havoc with the rhythm and occasionally left even the 
clrainatic intention obscure. Yet the disrespect done to the text 
unnot avail to conceal the gicat lines of the planning; and it is 
even nosyblc that the excision of some of the side-issues with 
which in the true lomantic manner, most of Shakespeare’s 
plays abonnil, may have served to throw mto stronger rehef 
the v.istness and terror of the central theme. Certain it is that 
nowlitte else has Shakespeare so neatly escaped the pitfalls 
of romanticism, or approached so closely to the simplicity, the 
large sweep, of Aeschylus. From beginning to end the action 
is tense and concentrated, and the subtlest use is made of tragic 
irony and of every other rhetoucal device to create an envelop- 
ing atmosphere of moial and spiritual gloom. One may maik 
some of the innumerahle delicate touches which giadusdly 
lead the spectator on towards the full hoiror of that unspeak- 
able midnight murder of the guest and king. Filst comes the 
scene m which Duncan, after disnussmg the tteacheiy of the 
fallen Cawdor with the comment that 
There’s no art 

To find the mmd’s construction tn the face, 

turns to place himself with absolute trust in the hands of his 
‘worthiest cousin’ and 'peerless kinsman’ Macbeth; then 
Lady Macbeth’s receipt of her husband’s letter and immediate 
ittevocable resolve, then the gum dialogue in which the 
tempted pair first envisage then crime face to face. ‘Duncan 
goes hence tomorrow - as he purposes,’ says Macbeth; and 
she, with the same half hesitation on words of double meamng 
that rise unbidden to the tongue, ‘He that’s coming must be - 
provided for.’ Duncan comes and an awful chill Ms upon the 
house, as he walks slowly to the gate of the tiap where Lady 
Macbeth waits to welcome him. How Aeschylean the iiony of 
his commendations I 

This castle hath a pleasant seat, the ail 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 
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And there is the confiding bird, ‘this guest of summer, the 
temple-haunting martlet*, nesting on the hospitable wall. 
Night Ms, a night fit for the deed to be done. ‘There’s 
husbandry in heaven; their candles are all out.’ Evil influences 
ate abroad; 

The night has been unruly; where we lay 

Our chimneys were blown down, and, as they say, 

Lamentings heard in the air, strange screams of death. 

And prophesying with accents terrible 
Of dire combustion and confused events 
New hatched to the woeful time. The obscure bird 
Clamoured the livelong night. Some say, tlic earth 
Was feverous and did shake. 

As the guilty hosts start about the preparations for their sin, 
the vaulted hall is lit by lightning and re-echoes with thunder. 
In the intervals of silence we hear with them ‘the owl shriek 
and the cricket cry’. Innocent men ate visited by strange 
thoughts and dreams; 

There's one did laugh in his sleep, and one cried ‘Murdetl’ 
That they did wake each other. I stood and heard them; 

But they did say their prayers, and addressed them 
Again to sleep. 

Even such a nobly strung soul as Banquo’s is smitten with a 
strange sense of moral weakness and shrinking from the battle 
with temptation: 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 

And yet I would not sleep. Merciful powers, 

Bestrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature 
Gives way to in reposci 

The most awful touch of all is that knocking of some unknown 
comer at the gate, which calls our minds, strained by the 
intensity of the situation almost into sympathy with the crime, 
back to the frightful realities of fact; and this effect is grimly 
enhanced by the dtunhen porter, whose fumbling for his keys 
and sweating at the disturbers of his rest delays fat some 
moments the imminent discovery. By such ddicate workman- 
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ship of detail Shakespeare contrives to produce an impression 
I if wi-irdncss, of something uncanny, which signalizes the play 
throughout and harmonizes with its cosmic theme. 

A rminie tragedy is primarily philosophical and not psy- 
ctiolngical; but the philosophic.il interest transcends rather 
tluiii excludes a psychological interest, since after all it is 
tliiough and not apart from human character that external 
forces are conceh'cd as acting upon and disposing of human 
destinies. The psychological interest of Macbeth lies in the study 
of the contrasted effects of sin and the results of sin upon two 
cluiracters of different mould and fibre - one that of a man, rite 
other of a woman; one realizing itself in action, the other in 
thought and will. When first Macbeth comes before us it is as 
a mighty warrior - he is spoken of as ‘valour’s minion’, 
‘Bellona’s bridegroom, lapped in proof’; by performing 
prodigies of personal valour he has saved the country on one 
day from a civil and an alien foe. This is the noble side of him. 
Away from the battlefield his greatness is gone, he sinks to the 
level of quite common men. Lady Macbeth herself expresses 
this in a passage which has been misundetstood: 

Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too full of the milk of human kindness 
To catch the nearest way. 

‘The milk of human kindness’ - that is clearly not 'a tender 
nature’, of which Macbeth never shows a trace, but rather ‘the 
commonplace ordinary qualities and tendenaes of human- 
kind’. As for Lady Macbeth, it is not easy to accept the tradi- 
tional stage view of her, originated probably by the actress 
Mrs Pritchard, as a sheer human monster, and the evil genius 
of her husband’s soul. Hers is both a subtler and a nobler 
n.iture than his. Living a woman’s solitaty life, she has turned 
her thoughts inward; she, too, is a conqueroi and has won 
her triumphs, not in wat, but in the training of her intellect and 
the subjugation of her will. And withal, site is a very woman 
stilt: 

1 have given suck, aud know 
ilow tender 'tis to love die babe that milks me; 
a8i 
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Had he not lescmblcd 
My fathet as he alq>t, I had done itj 

and that despaiiing cry of horrot, ‘Yet who would have 
thought the old man to have had so much blood in him.* 
Macbeth addresses her in language of love, and she in her turn 
has the instincts of the tiger’s mate. Her immediate impulse to 
crime is ambition for her husband rather than herself, and in 
the banquet scene she puts the sternest control upon her nerves 
to save him from blunders. 

Thus the antithesis between the two is that between the 
practical life and the intellectual, and the effects of this differ- 
ence are everywhere apparent. Macbeth is bold and resolute in 
the moment of action; he can kill a king, and he has a curious 
gift of ready speech throughout, which avails him to answer 
unwelcome questions. But when there is nothing to be actually 
done he is devoid of self-control; he cannot wait nor stand 
still; he becomes a prey to countless terrible imaginings; he is 
wildly superstitious. Of all this Lady Macbeth is the exact 
converse; she has banished superstition ftom her soul; she is 
strong enough of will to quell her husband’s cowardly feats; 
she can scheme and plot, but she cannot act; she must leave 
the actual doing of the deadly deed to Macbeth ; at the moment 
of discovety she faints. The emotional effects of their crime ate 
totally diffetent on the pair. In Macbeth it is purely feat; there 
is no word of sorrow or sense of sin, only a base dread lest he 
should be found out and lose what he played for; if the fatal 
blow 

Might be the bc-alt and the end-all here. 

But here upon this bank and shoal of time, 

he is willing to ‘jump the life to come’. In time this fear 
assumes terrible proportions; it drives Irim to new mutdets; 
he slaughters Banquo, he slaughters the ffimily of Macduff; 
finally he becomes a craven and bloody tyrant; even bis old 
love for his wife is swallowed up in selfishness ; when her death 
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is told him lie cannot slay to mourn. ‘She should have died 
iiereaftei.’ Only in the last hour of battle does he for one 
moment recover something of his old brave spirit. Widi Lady 
Macbeth the curse works itself out, not in fear but remorse. It 
impels her husband to fresh deeds of blood; she has no hand 
in any murder but the first. But her sin is ever present to her; 
awake or dreaming she can think of nothing but that awful 
night and the stain upon her hand and soul. At last her over- 
tasked btain breaks down; we witness her mental agony in the 
sleep-walking scene. ‘Here’s the smell of the blood still. All 
die perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh I 
ohl ohi’ And then sbe dies, a voluntary and most wretched 
death. 

The psychological analysis assumes the facts of sin and 
retribution. Temptation begets crime, and crime yet further 
crimes, and these again punishment sure and inexorable. Once 
the murder of Duncan has been committed, the possibility of 
rarest disappeais; the chain of cause and consequence unfolds 
with remorseless fatah'ty, until the end is ruin of the moral 
sense or even reason itself, so that death comes almost as a 
relief, although it be a miserable death, without hope of 
repentance. But from the cosmic point of view, it is precisely 
these facts of sin and retribution that ate the springs of tragedy. 
For the philosophic mind cannot but challenge them, with the 
inquiry why these things should be so. Is man’s free will 
purely illusory, and if not why should it be determined by 
suggestions which he does not initiate to ends which he cer- 
tainly does not desite? Directly the matter is so stated, forces 
external to man are brought into question, and a cosmic issue 
arises between the limited and baffled but still self-conscious 
and struggling free will of man and a power, not himself, 
which does not make for righteousness. And such an issue is a 
tragic one, provided indeed that the characters at stake have 
enough of greatness of some kind or another in their composi- 
tion to sustain a conflict witl^out too obvious a disproportion, 
1 ut while the dash of the great with the great yields the thrill 
of tragedy, the clash of the puny with the great yields only 
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that of pathos. And in Macbeth and Lady Macbeth gitataess 
is not wanting. Their temptation comes to them in the guise of 
ambition, the subtlest form in which it can approach high souls, 
Their end is terrible, and in Macbeth’s case at least, not with- 
out sublimity. 'At least we’ll die wnth harness on our bach I’ 
They throw their all on a great hope, and fail greatly. 

But the gravamen is against the first cause. Here Shahe- 
sptate acknowledges a mystery, and, as it would seem, an 
unholy mystery. As is his custom he indicates mystery by waj 
of symbolism. His witches ate not literal, but they are real 
enough. They stand for the non-human agents of the whole 
cosmic drama. Their first appearance synchronizes with the 
wellittg-up of temptation in Macbeth’s secret heart; thelt 
second with that of the false security which lures him on the 
sbpperypath to retribution. Not do I think that the symbolicsl 
use of the supernatural in the play is exhausted in the witches, 
The ghost, indeed, unlike the ghost in Hamiei, is subjective; 
nobody sees it except Macbedi himself. But ate we not to find 
a supetnaiutal agent in that third murderer who silently jobs 
the two commissioned to undertake the waybyit^ of Banquo ? 
Some have thought that this diird is none other than Macbeth, 
who mistrusts the swords of others, and determines to take his 
own part in the action. But the scene is a critical one for the 
evolution of the plot, since the escape of Fleance forms, as it 
were, a turning-point in Macbeth’s fortunes. And Fleance 
escapes, because one of the murderers knocks out the light. Is 
it pushing the bounds of conjecture too &r, to see in this the 
swift momentary interposition of the hand of inscrutable 
Providence? One does not, of course, suppose that Shakespeare 
set his spectators conundrums to guess; but tiie scene is not 
very clearly intelligible unless some interpretation or other is 
read into it, and it may be that the rash hand of a stage- 
manager has suppressed just what was intended to give the 
requisite clue. 



KING I.nAR 


A.MiiNf; the tragedies of Shakes|rcarc, Ki«^ Ijdr stands out as, 
in the Aristotelian sense of the word, the most ttagic. It is the 
most tremendous in design, brings into play the most elemental 
forces, makes the most irresistible demand upon those emo- 
tions of pity and of awe, the purification of which is the func- 
tion and deliberate end of tragedy. I say purification, not 
purgation, since, whatever may be the metaphoticai sense 
which philologists find in KaSofxns as it is used elsewhere than 
in the treatise On Poetry, experience must needs bear it out that 
the actual effect of tragedy is not to purge away oi eliminate 
pity and awe from the soul of the spectator, and is to purify 
and ennoble those emotions, by calling them from the personal 
to the uniretsal and fixing them upon just those elements in 
the totality of things which, essentially and in themselves, ate 
the most pitiful and the most awful. This ideal of tragedy is 
tealixed in King Lear, as it has only been realized some dozen 
times in the history of literature, largely by virtue of the cosmic 
scope of the play. Like the Orestem, like Lets of the D'Urher- 
viltes, it is a phiiosophical dtama; the aim which it sets befoie 
itself is nothing less than ‘ to grasp this sorry scheme of things 
entire’. Here indeed the quotation must stop. It does not go 
on to ‘lemould it neater to the heart’s desite’. It is analytic, 
not cousttuctlve; concents itseif with an understanding of 
things, and offeis no remedy to make these odds all even. But, 
fur the philosopher, to understand is already to have half the 
temedy. 

King Lear belongs to the later manner of Shakespearian 
tragedy. All tragedy, of course, depends upon the interplay of 
two factors; on the one hand human character in its unequal 
and fiiulty composition, on the other the enviromnent of 
conditions wiCiin which character moves, and by its reaction 
upon which it is determined to success ot failure. When 
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Shakespeare first began seriously to consider life from a tragic 
point of view, it was the element of character that claimed his 
interest and stung his imagination. /»/;»/ Caesar and Haatht 
like Axta^ and Cleopatra afterwards, are essentially psyclwl 
logical tragedies. The feilute which each of them studies is 
traced directly to some point of weakness, some vulnerable 
heel of Achilles, in an otherwise finely wrought and admirable 
personality. The general drift of their themes may be illus- 
trated by an incidental phrase from one of them; 

The &ult, dear Brutus, is not in our stars. 

But in ourselves, that we ate underlings. 

In a second group of tragedies, however, Shakespeate's 
speculation seems to shift from the nature of man to the nature 
of what is around and above man, and to seek the primary 
causes of tragic disaster, less in the imperfect mettle of a hero, 
although that indeed must still contribute, than in external 
forces which ate conceived of, if not as making directly fot 
evil rather than for righteousness, at least as unmoral and blind 
in their working. Thus in Machith sin and the retribution of 
sin ate tepteseuted as the two closely related parts of a 
mysterious curse imposed upon the sinner from without, and 
the symbolism of the witches is used, in characteristic fashion, 
to indicate its superhuman origin. It is only natural that this 
change in the dramatist’s attitude to tragedy should carry with 
it an ever-deepening pessimism, for while ftiere is always hope 
that the frailties of humanity may find amelioration, it would 
be presumptuous to suppose that the external forces can ever 
be tendered otlier than what they ate. 

Of the second or cosmic kind of tragedy. King hear is per- 
haps even a mote typical example than Macbeth. Like the psy- 
chological Bamlet, it takes its starting-point from the family 
relations and the human emotions which arc built up upon 
diese. Of course it does not disregard psychology, merely 
because ultimately it is to transcend psychology. Lear himsclt 
in particular, is a most subtle psychological study. He is a man 
of passionate fibre and unrestrained temper, wholly swayed in 
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his old age by two imperious instincts, that of personal 
domination and that of natural affection for his daughters. As 
might be expected, his affection tends to manifest itself, not as 
self-renunciation, but as one among other forms of domina- 
tion. His instincts possess him wholly. They warp his judge- 
ment of character and drive him to acts of which he 1 ms not 
the imagination to foresee the inevitable results. He abdicates 
out of an impulse to endear himself to his daughters by a 
liberal abandonment of everything, and thinks, sincerely 
enough for die moment, that he will be for ever content to set 
up his rest in their kind nursery. But it has never entered his 
head to conceive what abdication really means. His first act 
after surrendering his kingly prerogative is to exercise that 
prerogative by ordering Kent into banishment. The same 
temperament determines his behaviour to Cordelia. Absorbed, 
as a true egoist, in his own emotions, even when they are most 
generous, he has no eye for the fine shades of expression and 
conduct in others, and is thus led into the irony of rejecting the 
one daughter who would have comprehended and endured, 
Obviouriy, with such a father and with pelican children, the 
attempt to resign power and yret to keep the name and all the 
additions to a king is doomed to failure. He gives an easy 
handle to the malevolence of Goneril and of Regan. How 
should one adapt himself to an alien rule who cannot even beat 
to stay a jot for dinner when he returns from hunting? flo 
doubt his ‘retinue’ is insolent and his fool is ‘all-licensed’, flis 
first word to Goneril, his daughter and his queen, is a reproof 
for being ‘too much in the frown’. She cannot but have an 
appearance of tight on her side when she declares; 

By (lay and night he wrongs me; every hour 
He flashes into one gross crinic or other, 

That sets us ail at odds. TU not endure it. 

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle. 

Of course it is really Lear who is wronged; hut Lear, by his 
own unbalanced act, is helpless. Goneril and Regan outvie 
igy 
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each other in their merciless nse of the advanUge vrhicK Ut 
blind impulse has given them. 

The disillusion of the sentunental egoist leads to a vioky 
reaction. Outraged adection and outraged self-will find Teat is 
unmeasured denundationa of those who have set the claims of 
fetherhood at naught. Lear appeals from his daughters to tht 
heavens, to the heavens who surely love old men and mu# 
give effect to ‘ the untented woundings of a fether’s curse’. He 
is confident in the justice of his cause. He need hardly formu- 
late his plea, but may leave the stored vengeances of heaven to 
their inevitable working. They cannot foil him: 

1*11 not chide thee. 

Let shame come when it will; I do not call it, 

I do not bid the Thunder-bearer shoot, 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 

And in this reliatice he leaves the castle, on whose unfilkl 
queens he 

Will do such things, 

What they are, yet I know not, but they shail be 
The tettoca of the earth. 

And now comes in the cosmic side of the tragedy; for once 
more the confident Lear has hopelessly misjudged the positfon 
with which he is confronted. The heavens prove as deaf to his 
cal as eifhet Gonetl or Regan, They are not on the side nf 
righteonsness. The tempest which greets him upon the heath 
is symbolical; and here, in a scene which surely represents the 
eattemest stretch of Shakespeare’s titanic mood, we find him 
contending with the ‘dteaihl puddet’ of the dements, no® 
csliag upon them to 

Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once 
That makes ingratefol man, 

and now upbraiding them for joining their high engendered 
battles with his pernicious daughters against so old and white 
a head. And in the end it is wind and tain, rather than unkind- 
ness, that beat him into submission, and force him to acknow- 
ledge what a 'poor, bate, forked animal’ is ‘unaccommodated 
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maa’. 'I'hea fot symbol, once more, of his tragic defeat comes 
the crash and ruin of his trits, since madness, inadmissible 
as a motive of tragedy, is here in its right place as an ack- 
nowledgment of the culmination and catastrophe of a tragic 
issue. 

It is worth observing with what cate Shakespeare has 
arranged every detail of the play so as to give edge to his 
indictment of the forces that make sport of man’s nothingness. 
The plot, wliich deliberately rejects the Christian interpreta- 
tion of the universe, is set m a pagan environment. The 
heavens are invoked in a pagan tenninology, as Nature, or 
under the names of the classic deities. Pains are taken, contrary 
to the usual disregard of anachronisms in the plays, to avoid 
the mtroduction of Christian language or Christian sentiments. 
Again, the story of Lear is not allowed to stand by itself, alone 
and individual. It is part of die intention that the theme of the 
play should be of universal significance. And therefore, side by 
side with the mam plot, is set a sub-plot, m which the fortunes 
of the house of Leat ate repeated in the fortunes of the house of 
Gloucestet. The story is less tremendously urged, in order that 
the main intetest of the spectators may not be diverted; but 
the parallel is complete. Gloucester, like Lear, judges falsely 
among his children; and like leat is led by this initial eiror, 
hc.ivcn conspiring, to a ruin, which in his case includes dis- 
possession, the blinding of his eyes, and the ultimate bursting 
of his flawed heart. In the sub-^ot the agent of iniquity is a 
bastard; and this touch helps to carry out the univetsaliidQg 
purpose, since it suggests the activity of the principle of evil in 
households of every degree, Icgitinwte and illegitimate alike. 

The story of Gloucester is an addition made by Shakespeare 
to the plot of die old play, known ns Tie Tniffeal Uistoiy of 
Kin^^ Lei>, which was doubtless his principal source. Another 
inodirication which he introduced is even mote significant. 
The old play was not a tiagedy hut a tragicomedy. In its con- 
clusion a I’tench invasion confounded die evil-doers, vindi- 
cated I'rovidence, reconciled Lear to Cordelia, and restored 
him triumphantly to his kingdom. But such an ending would 
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not bAve suited Shakespeate’s design, because it 
have botne the butden of the final victoty of evil, Thurfi 
he temotselessly alteted it There are forces of good, 
in the play - Cordelia and Edgar, the faithful Kent, 4e gme. 
ous France, the reluctant Albany; but they are reptesenteis 


eadl. Emphasis is laid upon this issue by the tempotary suggs, 
don shortly after the crisis of a contrary solution. Dutiagdit 
fourth act things look as if they were tending to a happy dost 
The fever of Lear’s distemper has abated. He is no lonjii 
buffeted by the elements, but wanders through the fields, iti, 
no doubt, mad as the vexed sea, but 

Singing aloud, 

Crowned with rank fumitory and furrow weeds, 

With burdocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowcts, 

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining com. 

There is hope that repose and simples may yet restore him to 
bis senses. Gloucester has Men in with Edgar and hss bem 
saved from destrucdon on the cliff. Both have made their my 
to Dover, and at Dover Cordelia, the radiant white soul of tht 
play, awaits them. With her are the armies of France, the lighta 
of wrongs. All seems as if the victims of filial treachery would 
have their own again, and Goneril, Regan, and Edmund meet 
with a richly deserv^ Nemesis. Only, when it comes to tht 
point, the heavens refuse to have it so. In the last act, the hopes 
of tragicomedy ate ruthlessly brushed away. High-ju^ng 
Jove sends down his thunders and lightnings to the end, no 
less than his rain, upon the just and upon the unjust. There is 
Nemesis in plenty for the wicked, who ate talcen in the web 
of their own devising; but this carries with it no salvation for 
Lear and for CotdeUa. The final reversal of poetic justice is 
complete. Cordelia and her army are simply defeated. Then, 
through the ineffectiveness of Albany, Cordelia is murdered, 
and the tale of Lear’s disasters is foil. There is no more to he 
said but 
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Vex not hzs gbosti Oh, let him pass 1 he hates him 
That would upon the rack of this lough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Here is the tragic awe in abundant measure. And that the 
tragic pity may not be lacking also, the fate of Cordelia gives 
the needful touch of pathos in the story of Lear, just as the 
fate of Ophelia gives it in the story of Hamlet. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


In the couise of his tragic analysis of man and of man’s 
splendid impotence beneath the unpitying slats, Shakespeate 
teaches two plays, wherein he handles the great ideals whidi 
the incutable sentiment of the race is wont to set up as a screen 
between Itself and its destiny, and shows that. these also are but 
tragic stuff. It is honour of chivalry and love of woman, the 
twin beacons of romance throughout the ages, that must 
stand their arraignment in Coriolamis and in Antoi^ and Clio- 
patra. One may turn back over the pages, and find in this lata 
treatment something of deliberate palinode to the exaltation of 
triumphant honour in Henry the Vifth and of love as, even when 
vanquished, the blossom and Mtage of life in Komsa and 
Juliet. Already the ideals had been questioned in that comedy 
of disillusions, Troilui and Cressidit, where Cressida’s love b 
writ in water, and honour hardly holds up its bead amongst 
the treachery and bickerings of the Greeks. And now, without 
any question at all, Shakespeare returns to the double tiieme, 
to strip the mask of worship torn the spectre of egoism, and 
to indict passion as the ruin of greatness, magnificent and 
devastating as Attila and his Huns. 

Antony is resumed, after a &shion not customary with 
Shakespeare, except in the historical plays and in the doubtfot 
case of the resurrected Falstaff of The Merry Winer ef Windser, 
6om Juffus Caesar. Here, as against Brutus, he is the inheritor 
of the tradition of victorious efficiency, which else would have 
feUen with Caesar himself. In Antony and Cleopatra this func- 
tion, which has become the background rather than the motive 
of the play, is transferred to the and passionless Octavius. 
Antony, who even in JuUus Caesar had been ‘gamesome’ and 
‘loved plays’, is devdoped upon mote generous lines. The 
great composition of the man finds room for the most diveise 
potentialities. He rqects nothing and will drink to the M of 
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eveiy cup that life proSers. He is a mighty watriot and is able 
to inspire enthusiasms, not only in such poor folk as Lepidus, 
for whom 

Uis faults. In him, seem as the spots of heaven, 

hut also in his own followers and captains. lie outdoes his 
greatest rivals, alike in the nights of tevelty and on the field 
of battle, He drinks the other triumvirs &om the deck of 
Pompey’s vessel. At Philippi it was he who struck the lean and 
wrinkled Cassius, while the boy Octavius kept his sword e’en 
like a dancer. And so he has won his way to be a triple pillar 
of the world, and may speak of himself in his downfall as one 
Which had supeiAuoua kings for messengers 
Not many moons gone by. 

His very capacity is his undoing. The exuberance of his vitality 
overflows into sensuousness as well as into resource and endur- 
ance. The palate that at need 

Did deign 

The toughest berry on the rudest hedge, 
is not proof against the temptations of ‘lascivious wassails ’ ot 
the stimulating excitements of a ‘gaudy night’. And Antony 
would not he Antony if, to whatever he gave himself, he did 
not give himself wholly and without reserve. He, who 

With lialf the bulk of the world played as I pleased, 
is also 'the ne’er lust-wearied Antony’. 

In an evil day Antony crosses &e path of the amorous 
Geopatra, and is entangled in the strong toils of a passion 
which for him at least, whatever the dreams of the sentimental- 
ists, makes no coatribution towards a strenuous life. His 
captain’s heart renegues all temper, and alliances and empires 
slip away while he becomes the bellows and the fan to cool a 
gipsy’s lust. There is a struggle, of course. The instinct of 
domination and the Instinct of sex are at odds in him; and if he 
chooses the worser course, it is not without clear consciousness 
on his pan of the issues at stake. He knows well how Qeo- 
p.'itra is called in Rome, and that he must break the strong 
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Egyptian fetters, if he is ever to recapture hia proper phce in 
the counsels of the nations. Once, under the shocle of Fnltia’s 
sudden death, he does break them; and his return to activity 
disconcerts the calculations of Pompey, and obliges even 
Octavius himself to play the second fiddle, But Cleopatra nods 
him to her again, and tide crisis of Actium, determined by ha 
covraidice, leaves him little more than ‘the noble ruin of hct 
magic’, Octavius may now affect to speak of one who had 
quartered the world as ‘no more than an ‘old ruffian’ and a 
‘sworder’; and the epitaph of tite past he has squandered is in 
his own mouth; 

We have kissed away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

It is to be observed that it is no part of Shakespeare’s 
scheme to belittle passion. Tragedy lies in the incompatibility 
and dash of greatnesses, and love that is to be the scourge of 
the world, even if it is rooted in sensuality, must possess the 
attributes of majesty. And therefore Qeopatra is so conceived 
that she is fit to mate with her lover. Even in those, such as 
Enoharhus, who most deplore her baleful influence, she 
awakes amazement; 

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her inflnite variety. 

She is ‘a wonderful piece of work,’ one 

Whom everything becomes, to chide, to laugh, 

To weep. 

And thus her relations with Antony take on something of the 
sublime. He is hardly alone in thinking Rome well lost for her 
sake, and that the nobleness of life is to be found in a kiss : 

When such a mutual pair 
And such a twain can do it, in wliich I bind. 

On pain of punishment, the world to wcet, 

We stand up peerless, 

And she is no Cressida. A marvellous psychology, wrought 
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suiely out of bitter experience, bas gone to the making of this 
subtle ptincess. She is half a couttesan and half a grande 
amourtme. Certainly she has at her command all the resources 
of that most ancient art of those who angle for the souls of 
men. She plays on Antony like an instrument, ever twitching 
the sentimental string, and knowing well how to renew her 
influence, just at the moment when it is upon the wane, with 
nicely simulated outbursts of pathos or upbraiding. And yet 
these ate not all simulated. ‘I have seen her die twenty times 
upon flir poorer moment,' says Bnobatbus, and when Antony 
judges that ‘She is cunning past man’s thought,’ replies, 
‘Alack, sir, no 1 Her passions are made of nothing but the finest 
patt of pure love.’ Her art is indeed instinctive, and does but 
utiliae die ebbs and flows of her own wayward and uncertain 
nature. She is at no time wholly mistress of herself, but lives 
in that unstable equilibrium of nerves and emotions which is 
the temperament of such a woman. Characteristically she drugs 
herself with mandragota and with music: 

Give me some music; music, moody food 

Of us that trade In love. 

She has the courtesan’s bitter resentment against the respect- 
able members of her sex; against ‘shrill-tongued’ F^via, 
Fulvia ‘the married woman’, and later against Octavia 'with 
het modest eyes and still conclusion’. Even in the unbalanced 
futy of the scene in which she receives the news of Antony’s 
secret marriage, she tecovets herself sufficiently for a quick 
appraisement of her own personality against that of het new 
rival; and the admission of the messenger that Octavia is low- 
voiced and less tall than Cleopatra is turned with naive spite 
into a conviction that she is ‘dull of tongue and dwarfish’. 
Obviously Qeopatta has had lovers before Antony. She admits 
that she was a morsel for Caesar in her salad days when she 
was green in judgement, and how great Pompey would stand 
and make his eyes grow in her brow. Since then the Roman 
world has rung with het galknt adventutes. But, thougji 
Antony has come late Into her life, he now possesses it wholly. 
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She would but sleep out the great gap of time, when he is 
away. 'When they met 

Eternity was in our lips and eyes, 
and the love that then came into being is to endure, through 
the wteck of empires, to the dose of all time. She is at least as 
much hypnotized by Antony as he is by her, and the very 
intensity of this sentiment, baleful as it is, invests it with 
suflicient dignity to make it worthy of the tragedy. 

And so, when Cleopatra has dragged the good name of 
Antony through the mire and has brought him by cowardice 
unworthy of a queen to the twin defeats of Actium and 
Alexandria, the play, which throughout has been written on 
Shakespeare’s highest level of pregnant metaphor and melodi- 
ous phrase, swells Into the organ-notes of a magnificent dirge. 
I do not know where to turn fbt anything to surpass the haunt- 
ing splendour of the two great scenes in which it culminates. 
In the fourth act, Antony, beaten and disgraced, receives a 
lying message from Qeopatra, who feats the reaction of his 
mood, that she is dead. For him too it is time to make an end, 
and he calls upon his fteedman to take off his armour with 
words of double meaning: 

Uoartn, Eros I the long day’s task is done, 

And we must sleep, 

Cleopatra has gone before, and calls upon him to o’ertake her; 
Eros! -I come, my queen. - Brosl - Stay for mcl 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we'll band in hand. 

And with out sprightly port make the ghosts gaze. 

Dido sod her Aeneas sh^ want troops. 

And all the haunt be ours, 

Presently, taught by Eros, he gives himself a mortal wound, 
and then leatns that he has been misled and that Qeopatra yet 
lives and is in the monument. He is carried to the foot of it, 
and Cleopatra beholds what has occurred - 

CLcopAvaA: O sun, 

Bum the great sphere thou movest in; darkling stand 
The varying shore of the world. O, Antony, 

tpfi 



ANTONY and CI.EOPATRA 

Antony, Antony! Help, Charfflianl hdp, lias, hdpi 
Help, friends helo-wt ■- let’s diaw him hither [ 
aNTONT: Peacel 

Not Caesai’s vaiout hath o’cithtown Antony, 

But Antony’s Iiath uinrapbed on itself. 
ci.i.oi'A f It Ai So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony; but woe *tis so, 
aniony; 1 am dying, Egypt, dying; only 
I heie importune drath awhii^ until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips. 

So he is drawn up, and dies; and Cleopatra says: 

O, see, my women. 

The crown of the earth doth melt My lord! my lord] - 
O, witheted IS the garland of the war; 

The soldier’s pole is &Uen; young boys and girls 
Ate level now with men; the odds is gone. 

And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. 

And then; 

Our lamp is spent; it’s oat. - Good sirs, take beatti 
We’U buty him; and then, what’s brave, what’s noble. 

Let’s do It aEet the bigh Bomon fashion. 

And make death proud to take us. 

In the fifth net, Cleopatra’s own mm has come. She has played 
through her interview with Caesar, but Caesar’s promises 
cannot stay her. Even the wild bedfellows, her handmaidens, 
Iras and Chatmain, rise to the height of the gtcat argument. 
It is Iras who says; 

Finish, good lady; the bri^ day is done, 

And we arc for the dark. 

The countryman with his figs is introduced and wishes her 
joy o’ the worm. Now she has immortal longings in her, but 
Itas is the first to die. It is as a rebuke to delay: 

This proves me base. 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

Ile’il make demand of her, and spend that kiss 
Which is my heaven to have. 
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Then, as the eastern star bteaks, the asps aie applied, ajJ 
Cleopatra’s speech falters, sad Charmian pronounces k 
elegy: 

Now boast thee. Death, in thy possession lies 
A lass unparalleled. 

And the soldiers of Caesar break in upon the silence with their 
question: 

What work is here? Charmian, is this well done? 

And Charmian, before she too falls, makes reply: 

It is well done, and fitting for a princess 
Descended of so many royal kings. 

The might of language can hardly go further than in such 
monumental phrases as these, which with their austere and 
lucid simplicity bring this most poignant tragedy to a close 
upon that note of awe and reverence which is the fitting 
accompaniment of the sublimest art. It is probable that Aiitoy 
and Choptttra was almost Shakespeare’s final tragic utterance, 
before that mysterious change came over the spirit nf his 
vision, and he entered those happy glades of Arcady in which 
his last romantic dreams were dreamed. If so, it is worth while 
to record that the tragic mood, however vexed and perturbed 
its course might sometimes be, was yet at the end able to fiice 
its mortal issues with a serenity hardly less absolute than that 
which could be attained by the optimistic faith of a Prospeio 
in his overruling providence. 



CORIOLANUS 


Finlly critical cars may detect in Camlmss the exhaustion 
of a mood, The tragedy daims admiration and respect for the 
dignity of its planning and the justice of its thought; but it 
lacks variety and decorative quality, and the inexhaustible 
buoyancy of its predecessors gives way to deliberate and 
purposed effort. For the first time since some of the painful 
humours and strained wit-combats of his early experiments, 
Shakespeare has become tedious. Perhaps that is why the 
schoolmasters are so fond of the play. It is intelligible enough, 
this slackening of the creative energies, when one reflects ttat 
Com/Miis came at the very end of the great tragic cyde, and 
may well have been the last gathering of that vintage of pessi- 
mistic speculation, which had already yidded alike the denun- 
dadons of King Lear and the intolerable pathos of OMle, And 
after it was written there came, quite suddenly, it would seem, 
a turning-point in Shakespeare’s life. There was a crisis; 
whether determined by physical or by spiritual causes, or by 
the blending and interaction of the two, can be but dimly 
coajtcwad. Arid of this a fault or cleavage ia both the roateot 
and the style of the plays is but the outward and visible sign. 
Shakespeare had no more ut^edies to write. 

What more he wrote was in the key of recovered romance. 
With the return to the peaceful meadows of Stratford, if one 
divines rightly, a happier mood awoke. The burden of the dty 
days fell off. The thtee dosing dramas, Cjmheline, The Whter's 
Tale, The Tempeef, ate filled with a mellow philosophy and a 
deep-veined humanity ; the poet’s last words ate of Mef in an 
overruling power, that somewhere fat off faintly makes for 
good. But of this new spirit there is nothing yet in CarMamis. 
The closest affinities of the play ate with that which probably 
comes nc.itcst to it in point of time, Aateuj cmi Cleopatra, In 
each is to be found the same readiness of bitter crltidsm, the 
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same remorseless analysis, probing and dissecting, as with a 
cruel scalpel, the intimate weaknesses and basenesses of man- 
kind. In each ideals are shattered, heroes are discrowned and 
stripped of their heroism, until it is with difficulty that the 
sympathies of the spectator, so essential to the sense of tragedy, 
ate retained. It is the triumph of the dramatist that they ate not 
wholly lost. Antony and Cotiolanua, although we are made to 
see through and through them, yet grip us to the end, not 
through the character of their passions, but through their sheet 
intensity. In Antony and Cleopatra we have the tragedy of 
sensuality. The shattered ideal is that of love. Shakespeare sets 
before us a man who holds an empire in the hollow of his 
hand, but who comes to ruin through a passion that is all of 
the senses and the imagination, with nothing in it that is tonic, 
nothing bracing, nodiit^ inspiring. The play is a pendant, or, 
if you will, a palinode, to that first young trag^y, of lives 
redeemed and ennobled by love, in Romeo and Juliet. In 
Coriohnus the shattered ide^ is that of honour. Beneath the 
mask of honour diere lucks the subtle sin of egoism, laid bate 
to us, as in the Sir Willoughby Patteme of later days, by the 
patient and pitiless insight of the philosopher. Here is the 
central idea which determines the structure and the issues of 
the play. 

But in the first place it is necessary to remove a possible 
misconception. As in Antony and Cleopatra, the environment 
of the action is a political one; there, the pursuit of empire; 
here, the struggle for municipal power between nobles and 
people. But here, as there, foe political interest is not the 
primary one; it is subordinate throughout to the smdy of the 
individual soul set in the rmdst of it Purely political problems, 
indeed have ceased to be absorbing to Shakespeare, He worked 
them out, once for all, in his English histories, and came to a 
fina l condusion in his picture of foe true king, the mirror of 
glittering efficiency, Henry the Fifth. Politics are but back- 
grounds to bim now for foe passions and idealisms of men. 
We need not suppose, then, that in delineating aftet Plutarch 
the contests of the patricians and the plebeians of repubhean 
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Rome he is writing with any prophetic insight into the coming 
troubles of his own country. Indeed, the struggle for English 
liberties, as it slowly shaped itself in the earlier part of the 
seventeenth century, was not primarily a struggle of demo- 
cratic and aristtKtalic eleinents in the state. It resulted, no 
doubt, in a certain widening of [topukr liberties, but in its 
origin it was less poilllcal titan tdigious and ethical, the upris- 
ing of the wholesome English city and country life against 
a selfish Icing and a corrupt court. In judging Coriolanus, 
ncTcrtheless, Shakesftcaie judges that famihat ideal of the 
‘person of honour’ from which tlie Cavalier patty was destined 
to derive so much of its support, an ideal based on no profound 
notion of honourable merit, but on eKdusions and a fitlse 
sentiment of refinement. 

Rome then is split up into two opposed camps of patricians 
and plebeians. On the one side tradesmen and handicraftsmen, 
botchers and fotset-selleis; on the other a society of nobles, 
wealthy and luxurious, enjoying all the privileges of a caste, 
occupied chiefly in war, and esteeming war the highest of all 
human employments. They ate not altogether unworthy of 
daeir position, for they have fought for Rome, and have again 
and again led het forces to victory. But of late the plebeians, 
weary of dearth, forced wars, and usury, have rebelled against 
the old otdec of things, and have made good their claim to a 
share of political pow'ec. Certain magistrates, known as tri- 
bunes, arc appointed to protect the popular rights. The 
majority of the patricians ate willing, for the sake of peace, to 
accept the altered conditions and to make the best of them. 
Tliey hope to suttendec the appearance of power only and to 
keep the reality. But there is an irreconcilable tmnority to 
whom all concessions appear degrading and dishonourable. 
Of these the leader is Coriolanus. 

Coriulanus is inheritor of the traditions of one of the 
proudest houses of Rome. He has been brought up by his 
motUet to set ail his ambitions upon the pursuit of honour; 
above all, tlie honour tlvat is won on the field of battle. He is 
the flower of wattiots. Since the expulsion of the Tarquins he 
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has been the hope of Rome and the mainstay of her aiaies, 
■When we first meet him he is lie acknowledged leadet of the 
city in batde, her protagonist, admirable for his valour and 
for his single-eyed puisnit of honour. Of the mote petty self- 
seeking there is nothing in him. His disdain of plunder, oi 
even of vulgar applause, is complete. And yet, as we study hit 
character in the dear light of fine Shakespearian analysis, we 
find that the very root of him is a thoroughgoing egoism. 
Honour is a fine thing, as the reward and the sign of services 
to one’s country and deeds weU done. But for Coriolanua, 
honour has come to be an end in itself. ‘For my country’ is on 
his lips, but at heart he thinks of his country’s good only as the 
ladder of his own reputation. And as we shall see, it is this 
craving for honour, with the subtle egoism it implies, that 
leads to his tragedy. With such an ideal and of such a humour, 
Coriolanua is naturally a patrician of the pattidans. He is a 
Tory and a gentleman to the backbone. Courteous to those 
whom he accepts as, at least by convention, his equals, he has 
nothing but a curse and a sneer for any man of the people. A 
humane sympathy with humanity as such is no part of Us 
nature or of his training. The tradesmen and toilets of Rome 
ate to him but as a multiplying spawn, fashioned of another 
day from those of his ordinance, Thek cowardice in battle and 
their unwashed hands are equally distasteful to him. Their 
fickleness and Instability in poMcs move his scorn and ire. For 
any natural tights of theirs he cares not a jot. He is a soldier, 
and his notion of govetnment is disdpline when he gives the 
word of command. And it should be observed that it is no part 
of Shakespeare’s scheme to exalt the character of the plebeians 
at the expense of the pattidans. He is no democratic senti- 
mentaUst. In this play he is painting in black throughout. The 
people are indeed dirty and greedy and changeable and 
cowardly and ungratefiil. Their teachers, the tribunes, ate 
envious and conceited and self-interested and treacherous. 
Neveitbdess there are such things as the natural tights of 
citizens, even of unwashed dtizens, and the political problem 
is not to be solved by disregarding them. 
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Cociolanus is the centtal point of the watting factions of 
Rome, and ovet against him stand the ttibunes. He and they 
ate the leaders of the opposed patties, and the hatred between 
them is mutual, And round Coriolanus the other personages of 
the play group themselves. The dramatic unity depends upon 
him. and with reference to him they are all conceived, Cominius 
represents the moderate men of the senate, the statesmen, 
ciulious or timid as you will, who would gladly compromise 
with the spirit of democracy. In closer personal relations with 
Coriolanus stand Volumnia and Menenius. Volumnia is the 
Roman matron of the stem antique type. She has brought up 
Coriolanus, courageously indeed but unwisely, and has lit and 
fostered in him that wayward ideal of honour. Of sympathy or 
of any ethics save those of the camp, she has taught him noth- 
ing. Yet her own patriotism is more single-hearted than his, 
and it is not untd then wills come into conflict that Coriolanus 
realizes how gready she dominates his spirit. She is the only 
one of the women in the play who counts for anything. Virgilia, 
the wife whom Coriolanus loves as well as he can love any- 
thing besides himself, has for her sole function to touch the 
tragedy here and there with tears, Meneniu^ too, has bad ids 
share in spoiling Coriolanus’ chatactet. He is a foolish, witty 
old noble, fond of eating and drinking, and fond of hearing 
himself talk, hail-fellow-well-met with everybody, including 
the tribunes, and pluming himsdf on a diplomacy' which has 
no existence. At bottom he shares all the aristocratic prejudices, 
but his genial manners win him a superficial popularity. His 
one serious emotion is his love for Coriolanus; him be ‘gods 
indeed’ with foolish pmisc and still more foolish advice. The 
only other important clement in Coriolanus’ environment is his 
enemy, Aufidius the Volsce. In the heyday of Coriolanus* 
success bis personal rivalry with Aufidius is a keener incentive 
to him than the cause of Rome. After his disgrace the brooding 
envy of the defeated .antagonist contributes greatly to his fiuai 
ruin. 

Such arc the ilni/xafis pirst/m, and the course of Uie plot 
flows with remorseless necessity from their characters. It is 
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essential to tragedy that interest should be in some sense 
secured for the tragic hero. Tragedy springs from that confilct 
and dash of forces which brings about the fracture of saint, 
thing great, with Shakespeare generally the ruin or failuie of a 
great human character. In order then that the catastrophe of 
the play may affect the spectator tragically, he must fitst be 
Impressed with the greatness involved. The first act shows ui 
Coriolanus, on the whole, great; a great warrior, undaunted in 
danger, removed high above the greed and poltroonery of 
common men. Flushed with victory he returns to Rome to win 
the applause of the whole dty. Throughout the whole of diis 
act, the weaker and dangerous elements in his character, 
although hinted at from time to time, are kept in the back- 
ground. But ere long they must be brought into ptomineace, 
in order that we may see how the doom of Coriolanus’ career 
is rooted in them. The purpose of die second act is to make 
dear his defidendes - deficiency of sympathy and deficiency 
of sdf-conttol. These are shown in his maladroit candidature 
for and ultimate rejection from the consulship. He is now 
tangled in a web, woven more by the threads of his own 
nature than by the intrigues of his enemies. A crisis comes in 
the third aa, with his banishment from Rome. During the last 
two acts he has almost lost sympathy through his folly and 
insolence; but he bears himself with dignity in adversity, and 
thus sympafliy is restored, in subtle prqiaration for the inevit- 
able end But the end is not quite yet. Baffled and disgraced in 
Rome, the poor remains of Coriolanus’ imperfect patriofism 
rapidly vanish. His wrath is as much against the pattidans who 
permitted his banishment as against the plebeians who clam- 
oured for it. But ‘ ffiete is a world elsewhere’. He will retrieve 
hia fortunes and re-establish his ideal of himself on a new 
stage. He will again be ‘ a person of honour ’ - in. Cotioli. And 
so in the fourth act he appears among the Volsces, and costs his 
aU uponthe generosity of Aufidius. Alfiist his design prospers; 
he sees his way dear to revenge upon Rome. But he has reck- 
oned vrithout the laws of human nature. The past cannot be so 
easily set aside, and his past is bound up with Aufidius and 
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Volumnia. The bmouldeting envy of Aufidius is teinforccd by 
new jealousy, and dogs Gorioknus’ footsteps. And this pre- 
pares us for the catastrophe of the fifth act. In the great third 
scene the old influence of Volumnia resumes its sway over her 
son. 1 Iia resolution is vanquished, and he returns to Corioli, 
Lnowing that it is to his death. It could only end so. Man has 
not two flesttnies; and the chance once thrown away is not 
(iflered again. 
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Critics ate agreed that there is something enigmatic about 
Timoti of Athens, that its genesis and composition presetit a 
literary problem tfhich cannot as yet be thought to have quite 
reached its solution. In many ways, of course, it is what the 
Germans call echt Sbahtspemseb. Its general conceptiott fe 
continnous with the development of pessimistic thought which 
is traceable along the whole line of the tragedies. The ruin and 
eclipse of Timon’s soul in the discovery of human baseness is a 
vision which was assuredly not revealed to another than the 
delineator of Lear and of Oliello. And from beginning to end 
of the play, especially where Timon himself is to the front, 
there are passages whose magnificent phrasing bears the in- 
dubitable aaft-mark of the Shakespearian workshop. The 
opening scene takes up the tradition, with its 

A most incomparable man, breathed, as it were, 

To an unroabik and contmuate goodhess, 

and hands it down to the last noble utterance which winds up 
all the whirling words: 

Come not to me ag^ but say to Athens, 

Timon hath made his cvedasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt fiood, 

'Who once a day with bis embossed iroth 
The turbulent surge shall cover; thither come, 

And let my gravestone be your oracle. 

Navetthelesa, the insianct is a right one which refuses to accept 
Timon of Athens as a complete and jointed Shakespearian whole. 
There are impossibilities in it. The moment the eye pusses 
from the dominant figure of Timon himself, it Ms tipnn 
scenes which appear to be in different planes from that of the 
main composition. What, for example, is the spiritual relution 
between Aldblades and Timon? Is some effect of contrast 
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intended, or is Alcibiades merely Timon over again, in a 
■weaker and less deady motived version of the disillusioned 
child of fortune? And what is the predse dramatic purpose 
served by the good steward Ha'vius and his sentimentalities, 
which seem to give the lie to Timon’s wholesaic condemnation 
of humanity, without any appreciable effect upon its direction 
or its force? These are structuial incoherencies which it would 
have been more Shakespearian to have deared away, or at 
least to have glossed over, so as to prevent their jarring, as they 
undeniably do jar, against the ready acceptance of the play, 
Alcibiades ought to mean something, and is introduced as 
though he were going to mean something j and the reader very 
naturaily resents the discovery of how very litde, if anything, 
he does in the end mean. Not is it only a question of structure. 
There ate certain scenes or parts of scenes, in which the ex- 
pression is so halting, so iacking in the golden mastery of 
speech, as to raise a doubt whether they can be Shakespeare’s. 
These passages ace fairly well marked off from the rest. They 
include a conversation between Timon, Apemantus, and tiie 
Steward in the banquet scene of the first act; the three scenes 
in which Timon’s servants endeavour to borrow money, the 
scene between the Steward and the creditors, and the scene 
between Alcibiades and the Senate, in the third act; the 
Steward’s resolve to fallow Timon, and his subsequent dia- 
logue with Timon, in the fourth act; and Timon’s interview 
with the Poet and the Painter in the fifth act. They are all 
subordinate passages ; the great scenes of Timon’s agonies and 
denunciations, although the flow of their verse is sometimes 
broken, give no such impression of uncouthness and want of 
finish. And, as will be observed, they are largely scenes in 
which Alcibiades and the Steward, the two personages who 
liav’c already been noted as imperfectly fused into the plot, 
mike their appearance. Certain other scenes, mainly prose 
pass.'vges in which the cynical philosophet Apemantus takes a 
principal part, have also been questioned, but on less satis- 
foctocy grounds. They ace by no means of on un-Shalccspearian 
type; and although they ate certainly not inspired, there is no 
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leason why thsy should not have been written by Shaktspemt 
in the somewhat jaded mood of which at least one othet phy, 
CoriokuHs, closely contemporary with Timm of Athens, shows 
decided signs. The nature of the passages that remain unda 
suspicion may be well illustrated by the following linesj which 
are spoken by the Steward; 

O. the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us I 
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 

Since riches point to misery and contempt? 

"Who would be so mocked with glory, or to live 
But in a dream of friendship? 

To have bis pomp and all what state compounds, 

But only painted, like his varnished friends? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart. 

Undone by goodness I Sttange, unusual blood, 

When man’s woist sin Is, he does too much good I 
y^io, then, dares to be half so kind again? 

For bounty, that makes gods, docs stBl met men. 

My dearest lord, hleescd, to be most accurst, 

Rich, only to be wretched, thy great fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord I 
He’s flung in t^e from this ingratefiil seat 
Of monstrous friends: nor baa he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it. 
rU follow arid inquire him out. 

I’ll ever serve his mind with my best will; 

Whilst I have gold. I’ll be bis steward still. 

The peculiarities of rhythm wMdi ate to be noted here, and in 
especial the alternation of joltmg rhymed couplets with lines 
in which the metre seems sudderiy to come to an abrupt stop, 
ate repeated in the other suspected passages, and diifetentiate 
them dearly enough from the undoubted Shakespearian 
matter, 

The explanations of scholars, in other respects sufficiently 
divergent, generally assume the presence of a second hand in 
the pky. There can hardly be any question of direct collabora- 
tion, such as we find somewhat later in Hee/y ik Eig/ith and 
Thi Neble Kiissnm, &r the share to he assigned on this 
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hyjjnrtiesis to a collaborator would aot have been worth 
tljvlding off. Not is it a very plausible suggestion that Shake- 
speare TOS working on the text of an older play, and that the 
passages to be accounted for represent surviving fragments of 
that text. I'hero is no evidence of the existence of any such 
older play, and nothing to show diat, wherever Shakespeare 
may have gone for the plots of his plays, he ever, after the 
day,s of his apprenticeship, found any advantage in using the 
dblogue of a predecessor. Moreover, the theory does not 
leally remove the difficalty which it professes to remove, since, 
even if there were an older play, it would suU be necessary to 
ask why the process of adaptation was so incomplete, and why 
Shake3pc.ire was wilhng to accept the sketchy characters and 
the halting lines bequeathed to him. One is thrown back on the 
alternative of a play unfinished by Shakespeare; and in fact 
most editors explain the origin of TJmfi of Athens as we now 
have it, by supposing that such a play was handed over to an 
inferior playwright and eked out by him with additional scenes, 
either for performance on the stage, or, according to a less 
plausible version of the hypothesis, to fill up blank pages in 
the First Folio. Some bold spirits have even gone furAer, and 
have attempted to find stylistic analogies to the suspected 
passives in the work of one or another contemporary writer, 
Tourneur, or Heywood, or Wilkins, or Chapman, whom they 
have then saddled with the responsibility of the patchwork. 

I should be sorry to dismiss the second hand as altogether 
out of the question, but it does not seem to me that its presence 
Is rigidly necessitated by the conditions of the problem. May 
not Ttmon of Athens have been left unfinished by Shakespeare, 
and be unfinished still? The soliloquy of the Steward quoted 
above gives me the impression of being not so much nn- 
Shakespeatian as incompletely Shakespearian. The themes, 
even the phrases -■ the ‘ dream of friendship’ and the ‘varnished 
ftlends’ - might have found tlieit place readily enough in a 
rhythmic and developed period from the master’s hand. So it is 
with the other suspected passives. They might be rough notes, 
first drafts of scenes, jotted down in half prose or gnomic 
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couplets, just as they came to the sutfece in the early stages of 
composition, to be taken up and worked over again during 
the process of revision. This is a very natural way of writing, 
and there is no reason why Shakespeare should not have 
practised it. The famous statement of the editors of the First 
Folio, that ‘ what he thought, he uttered with that easiness, that 
we have scarce received from him a blot in his papers’, ii 
hardly convincing evidence that he never made a rough copy 
before he prepared his final manuscript for the actors. So fit 
as the substance of the doubtful scenes is concerned, it is on 
the whole mote likely that they were origmally shaped by 
Shakespeare than that they were interpolated in his worit by 
someone commissioned to complete a task which he had laid 
aside. They, or some scenes equivalent to them, are structurally 
necessary to the play. But for the scenes in which the loti 
refuse the applications of Timon’s messengers for bans, there 
would surely be too hurried a passage from the first hint of 
Timon’s bahkmptcy to the full crisis of his disillusion. His 
disavowal of mankind would be unintelligible without some 
previous evidence of man’s baseness. Alribiades, agam, could 
hardly have come marclung to sack Athens in the fourth act, 
without some exposition in an earlier scene of the grievances 
against Athens which were his justification. And if the dramadc 
claim of the Steward to his place m the action is somewhat less 
clear, it must be remembered that without him the fourth and 
fifth acts would have aflforded even less variety of mterest than 
they do at present, to break the long and even monotonous 
outpourmgs of Timon’s invective. But none the less these ate 
subordbate elements in the scheme of the play, and if the 
text which has reached us represents otJy a partial revision of 
the original draft, it is natural that such a revision should have 
been first directed to Timon himself and the central scenes in 
which he figures, and that Alcibiades and the Steward, who 
form the background, should have been left to wait to die last 
for the final touches which would have cleared away all am- 
biguities and given them their tight dramatic value. 

As to the reason why Timon of Atkns should have remamed 
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unfinished iit all, conjecture alone is possible. The metrical 
evidence forbids that it should be regarded as the last of Shake- 
speare’s plays. But it might very well be the last of his trage- 
dies, and it is in some sort the ultimate summing up of that 
long and remorseless analysis of human nature and divine 
otdering of which the tragedies must be taken as the expres- 
sion. Its immediate predecessors were most probably Antot^ 
md Cleopatra and Coriohmis. In the one of these the love of 
woman, in the other the honour of man, is put through the 
crucible, and reduced to ash and nothingness. And then 
Shakespeare seems to have gathered himself together for a 
last and bitterest effort, in which no longer one sex only, but 
the whole of humanity, was to receive its meed of utter and 
comprehensive scorn. Timon is no mere Apemantus, snarling 
at a world in which he sees nothing hut the reflection of his 
own ungenerous impulses. He is humanity suddenly become 
conscious of itself and realizing widi horror that its women 
ate but sluts with aprons mountant, and that the strain of its 
men is bred out into baboon and monkey. The noble disillu- 
sion of Timon bears some such relation to the railing of 
Apemantus as was traced by the fine judgement of Coleridge 
between the horn-mad jealousy of Leontes and the great 
despair of Othello at a ruined ideal of womanhood. Tragedy, 
in Timon of Athens, is not yet robbed of awe; but the finer ear 
may perhaps detect in the play a want of balance and of 
measure, a touch almost of hysteria in the vituperation, which 
suggests that the stress of pessimistic thought is becoming a 
litdc more than the imagination can endure, and that in the 
brain of Timon’s creator some strange crisis is at hand. That 
the crisis took place is indisputable. With Timon of Athens 
pessimism ends abtupdy, Between its temper and tlut of any 
of the work that followed it there is a spiritual gulf fixed. It is 
tempting to suppose that the deep wgtets closed over Shake- 
speare’s head while he was still ekborating the play, and that 
tvhen he faced the world once more in his new mood the 
inclination to finish die task had left him. 
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Quite unmistiikable is liie cleavage in Periekt, Pnmi^Tp 
between the work of Shakespeare and the work of atsofe, 
nor is there any literary experience so immediate in its convk 
tion of style, as that of passing from the tedious coiuffloapha 
of the first two acts to die magnificent opening of the ihitj, 
with its storm of passion set in a storm of sea and sky: 

Thou god of this great vast, rebuke these surges, 

^hich wash both heaven and hcU; aud thou, that hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass, 

Having tccalicd them &oin the deep! 0, stffl 
Thy deafening, dreadful thunders; genfly quench 
Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes I - 0, how, Lycorida, 
How does my queen? - Thou atormeat yenomously; 
Wilt thou spit tbyaelf? The seaman'a whistle 
Is as a whisper in the ears of death, 

Unheard. - Lycorida! - Lucina, 0 
Dlvinest patroness, and midwife gentle 
To those -drat cry by ni^, convey thy ddty 
Aboard our dancing boat; make swift the pangs 
Of ffly queen’s ttaToilsI 


Henceforward to the end of the play, with the exception of the 
rather absurd speeches of the presenter, Gower,- Shakespsm 
is revealed, I do not share the hesitation which some have felt 
in ascribing to him. the scenes in which the lost Marina cattles 
her chastity unspotted through the dangers of a bawdy-house. 
The dialogue of these scenes is in his manner, and the iheoty 
that he would not sully his pen by writing of such a subject cm 
only he due to one o£ those -waves of senthnentalistn which 
occasionally sweep from an eatly-Victotiao drawing-room 
over Shakespearian criticism. It cannot survive the recollection 
of the Pandatus of Treikis aid Crtsiidil and the Pompey of 
Mtaare far Msssktc, and still less that of the ‘ sluts with aprons 
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mountant’, whose social influence, as of a devastating fire, 
Ixicomes almost a morbid obsession in the fourth act of the 
[Jay by which Pericks must have immediately been preceded, 
Vtmn if Atkn r. 1 1 is true that Pemks is cast in a very different 
vein from that of Timir, but it is a characteristic of the group 
of romances to which it belongs, not to ignore the black 
possiliilities of human nature, but rather to acknowledge 
these, and to transcend them in the strength of a boundless 
and confident optimism. Cymbeti«e has its Cloten ; The Winter's 
Tale its hom-mad Leontes; Tie Tempest its profoundly sym- 
bolic Caliban. On the other hand, I find it dfflcult to trace in 
the first two acts any touch whatever of Shakespeare, beyond 
the single simile which he must have inserted with a vagrant 
pen in the first scene of ail; 

The blind mole casts 

Copped hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is thronged 
By inanb oppression; and the poor worm doth die for it. 

But even when Shakespeare’s share in the play has been 
satis£a«orily marked off, &e literary problems which it sug- 
gests ate for from done with. Who was the author of the first 
two acts, and how did Shakespeare’s work come to be associ- 
ated at all with such vety infedot stuff? It would seem that we 
have to recover facts which had already passed out of cognis- 
ance by the Restoration. Diyden appears to have thought the 
piay a ptentice-wotk of Shakespeare. Writing in ifiya of the 
‘lameness’ of many of the plots of Shakespeare and Fletcher, 
'especially those which they writ first’, he says, ‘I suppose I 
need not name Pericles Prince of Tyre, not the historical plays 
of Shakespeare’. In some verses of il>84 he is even more 
explicit! 

Shakespeare’s own Muse his Pericles first btire. 

The Ptince of Tyre was elder than the Moor. 

Tile fullest weight must of course be given to anything that 
looks like a Shakespearian tradition handed down by Dryden. 
But even with the confirmation that, when Perieles was revived 
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to 1631, Jonson called it a ‘mouldy tale’, this is an impossi, 
bility. The tone and temper of Shakespeare’s contribution, no 
less than its rhythmical qualities, are too obviously those of 
his latest and not those of his earhest ■work. You cannot dis- 
sociate the storm of Perides from the storm of The Tempest, ot 
Cerimon from Prospeto, or the double recovery of Marina 
and Thaisa from the double recovery of Perdita and Hettnionei 
any mote than you can conceive the Shakespeare of the his- 
torical plays penning the subtle harmonies of such a speech as 
that of Pericles over Thaisa’s death-bed: 

A terrible childbed hast thou had, my dear; 

Mo light, no dre. The unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly; nor have I tune 
To give thee hallowed to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely cofEned, in the ooze; 

Where, for a monument upon thy hones 
And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale 
And humming water must o’eiwhclm thy corpse, 

Lying with simple shells. 

It would be tempting to take Pericks as an early work of 
Shakespeare, partly rewritten by him in 160!, as I suspect thsi 
an early play of his on Hsmy the Bip^tb was mote completely 
rewritten by him and Fletcher to 1613. But this again is 1 
hypothesis which wiU not for a moment bear comparison with 
the fects. The rhythm of the first two acts, with their ftequent 
double endings and curiously interspersed rhymes, is no mote 
like Shakespeare’s early rhythm than it is like bis rhythm in 
tioi. It is not like anything which he ever wrote at any time 
to his life. It is a little more difficult to say to what undisdn- 
guished writer it should be credited. A recent critic has argued 
for Thomas Heywood, but it is extremely improbable that 
Heywood, who was an actor to the Queen’s company fmm 
1603 to ifitt), and regularly wrote for his own fellows, would 
once and once only have contributed to the repertory of their 
principal rivals. I see no reason to differ from the common 
conclusion that on the whole the probabilities are to fevout of 
the authorship of George Wilkins, who is Icnown to have been 
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employed upon other -work for the King’s men about the date 
of Pericles, and who published a prose story with the title of 
The Paitifiil Admrims of Perides, Prime of Tyre in ifioS. This 
is admittedly based upon the play, and in many places adopts 
its very phrasing. It may be incidentally observed that in one 
place it yields material for the restoration of Shakespeare’s 
original text. Thus, in the story. Pericles addresses liis sea-born 
babe; ‘Poore inch of Nature (quoth he) tliou art as rudely 
welcome to the wotldc, as cuet Princesse Babe was, and hast as 
eluding a natiuitie, as fire, ayre, earth, and water can affoord 
thee.’ There are variations here from the passage in the first 
scene of the third act of the play which may be due to Wilkins ; 
but it would be odd if ‘Poore inch of Nature’, wliich is not 
in the play as we have it, were by another than Shakespeare. 
There is not much dramatic work by Wilkins upon which to 
base a comparison, but such as there is does not discredit the 
hypothesis that the first two acts of Pericles may be bis. 

Still Che question recurs, how is it that Shakespeare, who 
did not ordinarily follow the practice, usual enough among 
other contemporary dramatists, of collaboration, come for 
once to collaborate with so arrant a literary hack as Wilkins? 
Various speculations have been haaarded on this point, and 
those who are most agreed upon finding Wilkins in the play 
differ widely when it comes to explaining how he got there. 
The first solution that offered itself was that Wilkins was the 
sole author of an original Pericles, and that the extant text 
represents a revision undertaken by Shakespeare. But there ate 
many considerations upon which this breaks down. Wilkins is 
not known as a dramatist before 1607, and it seems hardly 
likely that he can have written a play early enough for it to 
requite revision by ifioS. Again, if the last three acts of the 
original were anything like the first two of the present text, 
why should Shakespeare have taken the trouble to revise them 
at all, instead of spending his time, with no less ease and surely 
to greater profit, in writing a whoily new piay ? It would be a 
curious process of revision, moreover, which took the form of 
entirely rewriting tlie last tltrce acts and leaving the first two, 
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tubbish as they are, practically nntoucheil. A fat mote logeii- 
ous theory is that which supposes that the last three acts tme 
originally wiitten by Shakespeare as the substance of a ctw 
plete play, that they were laid aside as too short, and ta fcy 
■were afterwards handed over to WiUcins, who eked them od 


by prefixing additional matter drawn from the same fimiliM 
narrative, although krelevant enough to the dramatic putpo* 
of Shakespeare’s fragment. This explanation has the advantagt 
of tecogniaing the singdlai incoherence between the two pjffl 
of the ^ay; its weakness lies in the not very probable imiiil 
miscalculation which it ascribes to an experienced and ptactW 
dramatist. 


Clearly, we ate upon a ground where, at the best, notbitg 
hut a more or less plausible conjecture is attainable. Butlik 
not think that it is possible to advance even upon the hnsi d 
conjecture, without taking into account, in addition to >1* 
presence of two hands in Mcks itself, two othei coasid®- 
tiona. One is the unfiinished state of its immediate ptedecc*toi> 
Timn sf Athens', the other is the complete conttadictbn wl'lA 
fliese two fragments present to each other, when conaderchm 
the light of the spiritual tempers which they reveal and *1“ 
judgements of life which they convey. 'Timm of Athens )* ^ 
last word in that pessimistic analysis of man and man’s pla*® 
eternity which is the underlying motive of all the long 0t'g' 
of Shakespearian tragedies. It is little mote than the liietatf 
expression of a settled hate and loathing which, inch by ttjt^ 
the poet and idealist has come to bear to humanity. And it h 
an expression which so direedy reflects the workings ctf d® 
tortured brain behind it, as almost to pass the limits of tad- 
ligible speech. Compared to Tsmon of Athens, the Shakesp^®dan 
part of Piriehs, with its touches of ecquisite poetry, ahd its 
happy dreams of purity that triumphs over sin and of wt°®8S 
that all come to be righted In the process of time, is like the 
first fresh outlook of a siA man, as the besetting Gmeies drop 
away from him, upon the green fields of his convaleseeoee. 
Within the bounds of permissible conjecture, I find it hafd not 
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to believe that die metaphor comes very near to being a state- 
ment pf literal fact, The change from the Shakespeare of the 
last tragedies to the Shakespeare of the romances is so funda- 
mental and above all so sudden, as to need some exceptional 
and drastic explanation. It is not a mere transition, such as took 
place wlicii Shakespeare gradually laid aside the unreflecting 
optimism of his high-hearted comedies and entered upon the 
tragic view of things. It is rather a conversion, a complete 
reversal of standards and values, which at once betrays itself 
through the whole man, in his sense of rhythm no less than in 
bis spiritual outlook. Somethix^ happened when he laid aside 
Timn aj Athens, some crisis of overwrought biain and nerve; 
and when he recovered, lying there, let us hope, in the great 
chamber of New Place in Stratford, it was no longer the 
Shakespeare of Timm who regarded a new-washed world. 
And when he came back to work, he took up the silly piece 
which George Wilkins had been allowed to begin for the 
King’s men in his absence, and put in the latter end of it the 
beautiful idyll which centres round the figure of the good phys- 
ician Cetimon, with his noble exposition of the ideals of a cailtag 
which his learning and his charity alike illustrate and adorn: 

I hold it ever. 

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches. Careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend; 

But immortality attends the former. 

Making a man a god. ’Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art. 

By turning o’er authorities, I have, 

Together with my practice, made familiar 
To me and to my aid the blessed infusions 
That dwell in vegetivea, in mctala, stones; 

And ! ean speak of the disturbances 

That nature works, and of her cures, which doth give me 

A more content in course of true deliglit 

Tlran to be thirsty after tottering honour. 

Or tie my treasure up in silken bags, 

To please the fool and death. 
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So at least I read the story of the making of Piritkt, nul 
perhaps it may pass for a conjecture as well as anothet. 1 Jo 
not think that I am the first who has liked to trace ia tk 
lineaments of Cerimon some likeness of the Sttatfoid pliysidio 
John Hall, who married Shakespeare’s daughter Sasamnis 
the yery year 1607, and who, if Shakespeare was indeed ill a 
Stratford that year, most certainly tended him. And one le 
members, not altogether inconsequently, how another yea, 
Robert Louis Stevenson, dedicated his Vadtmiods to elercj 
members of the profession which, for him too, reptesentsd 
‘the flower of our civiliration’. 
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Rrcognition has long been given to the fact that the three 
lust plays completed by Shakespeatc, Cymbulim, Tk Winfsr’s 
Tale, and Tk Tempest, together with Pericles, for which he can 
only in part be responsible, form a distinct group among his 
works, and are marked by certain qualities of temper and 
outlook upon life which di&tentiate them rather sharply from 
theit immediate predecessors. It is a &r cry indeed from the 
later tragedies, with their remorseless analysis of human 
frailties and their sombre interrogation of human destiny, to 
the serene optimism which slowly directs the travail of a 
Hermione or an Imogen to its golden close, or to the solemn 
vindication of an overruling Providence through the symbol- 
ism of Prospero’s triumphant magic. Hardly less is the gulf 
between the imperishable phrasing, cast in monumental 
bronze, of Antony and Chopatra, and the facile and disordered 
prettincsses, which hang about the relaxed and structureless 
periods of the later plays. A recent thesis, supported by a fond 
of learning and a gift of critical perception that command all 
respect, endeavours to trace this fondamental change in 
Shakespeare’s dramatic methods to the growing reputation of 
Beaumont and Fletcher, and to the fresh stimulus afforded to 
the imagination of the older poet by the need of catching the 
trick of romantic writing whiA bis younger rivals had brought 
into vogue. In particular it is suggested that Cymbeline owes its 
inspiration to PiiJaster, the elements of whose plot it repro- 
duces in a new and ingenious combination, while the slandered 
and disguised Imogen has her double prototype in the 
slandeted Arethusa and the disguised Bellario. 

It would he easier to detcunine the question of priority if 
there were less uncertainty as to the chronology of the plays 
produced by the King’s men during the first Jacobean decade; 
in the present state of the evidence upon tliat subject, it is 
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hardly possible to go beyond guesswork. There is notWag, 
for example, to show whether, as a matter of fact, PWrfjr 
preceded or followed Cymhelutf, and therefore, so far as there 
is anything in the nature of direct imitation between the two 
plays, it may have been either on the one side or on the other, 

I am not myself impressed, in actually reading the two plays, 
by a sense of direct imitation to anything like the extent which 
a formal comparative analysis of their motives suggests, Apatl 
from any such issue, it may freely be admitted that the general 
scope of the later tragicomedies of Shakespeare and that of die 
early tragicomedies of Beaumont and Fletcher is much the 
same. They have many devices of construction and many types 
of character in common. Wickedness triumphs for a time, but 
never in the end. Truth and chastity pass through the fiimace 
and come out unstained. Any lie, however improbable, finds 
temporary acceptance. The happiness of lovers is broken by 
intrigues and misunderstandings, and restored by fottunste 
discoveries. Heroines conceal themselves in the garb of pages 
and endure moving accidents by flood and field. Childrm ate 
lost and found again. Andent feuds and shattered friendships 
come to reconciliation in the fullness of time. The woods prove 
less savage than the court, and the pomp of kings is contrasted 
to its disadvantage with pastoral content. The tyrannical 
fether, the cruel stepmother, the devoted wife, the credulous 
lover, the loutish rival, the wanton maid of honour, the fidthftil 
servant, all play their parts. The salad is variously compounded 
and flavoured, hut the ingredients ate always the same. They 
belong to the formulas, not of life, but of romance. The 
ppportonlties which they afford for dramatic situations and for 
sentimental embtoideiy seem to have made them especially 
dear to Jacobean audiences. But obviously they ate neither the 
invention of Shakespeare nor of Beaumont and Fletcher. They 
had long been common form in the narrative romances both 
of the Middle Ages and of the Eenaissance; and the earlier 
dramatists themselves, even if less continuously and with less 
abundance of rhetoric and pathos, had freely exploited them. 
So far as Shakespeare is concerned, many of the individual 
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incidents and motives of Cjabeline can leadily be patalleled 
from former pLiys ; what is new is the emphasis with which 
they ate selected and arranged. 

In adoptin'* tragicomedy as, for him, the final dramatic ex- 
pression of life, Shakespeare was, in a sense, returning to a way 
of dramatic writing which he had first experimentaily essayed 
in Th Tm GmlJemii ej Vmm and TAi Mmbmt of Veiim, had 
tlien used to provide an emotional background to the comedy 
of As Ym Like It and Ttrtlftb Ni^l, had allowed to become 
Qinspiaious and questionable m Abub AJo About Nothing, and 
finally lejected with the unsmthng satire of Aloasiire for Moassiri 
and Ail's ifW/ that Ends W'eil. ha the storm and stress of the 
gteit tragedies dtere is naturally no room left for the happy 
ending. The new tragicomedy succeeds in steering clear of 
certain technical faults upon which the old was apt to be 
wrecked. So conventional a representation of life can only 
maintain itself by being consistent. If it is brought into contact 
with the touchstone of teal humanity, it ceases to persuade. 
This is an artistic principle which Shakespeare had not always 
grasped. In The Tm Gmthmsn of Verona, the reality of Proteus, 
imaging in the play the poet’s own unstable feiend, puts to 
shame the hollow artifices of the concluding scene. StiU more, 
in Aiueh Ado About Nothing, docs the melodrama of Claudio 
and Hero pale into unconvincingness beside the exuberant 
vitalitj- of Beatrice and her Benedick, There is no such mistake 
in Cynibilme. This is to be a symbolical and idealized tendering 
of life, and there must be no such dashing of dramatic planes 
as would result from the intrusion of an actual transcript taken 
from the book of life itself. Shakespeare works with puppets 
throughout; and the puppet Imogen, set between the puppet 
Cloten and the puppet Posthiunns, may pass fot perfection, so 
long as the danger of comparison with the flesh and blood of a 
Uenpatra or even of a Ctessida is scrupulously avoided. 

The chief dirticulty in the liteofy. which traces the char- 
acteristics of Shakespeare's Last dramatic manner to the imita- 
tkrn of Beaunmnt and Pletcher, seems to me to lie in its failure 
to account fot the profound change of spiritual mood wliich 
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tmcbrlies the transition from tragedy to romance. Pot years fte 
sonl of Shakespeare had trodden the abyss of vexed and gloomy 
speculation. From the questionings of Macbeth he had passed 
to the denials of King Leer, and had seen love of woman as die 
scourge of the world in Aetetg and Ckopatra, and honour of 
man as the mask of the egoist in Coriolmis. The last echo of 
the Titanic denunciation is in the half-incoherent mutteriags 
of Timn of Athens-, and then, tentatively at first in Pmc/ei.kt 
fully and without hesitation in Cjmbe/ine, comes this entirely 
new utterance, the expression of a mind at peace with itself 
and ready to accept the ordering of things with the contented 
optimism of an unembarrassed fidth. Cymbeline is, as it wete, a 
palinode to Lear, The radiant whiteness of Cordelia, 
impotent of old to make head against the forces of evil, revisitt 
earth again in Imogen, and broods like a dove over a denoue- 
ment in which unspotted purity and simple honesty come la 
the ultimate issue, after much vexation, to their own. The 
unanswered cosmic problems are laid aside, or take on new 
colours in the light a regained faith. Life, which the purged 
eye once scanned with a splendid despair, is now seen oiJy 
tkough a golden haze rf sentiment. The broken harmonies 
ate resolved before the close. A great and gracious peace 
descends upon the autumn of thought! 

Fear no more the heat of the sun, 

Not the furious winter’s rages: 

Thou thy worldly task bast done, 

Home art gone and ta’en thy wages. 

What is remarkable is not, of course, that the tragic mood 
should come to an end, and the perturbed spirit find test at 
last; but rather that the change should come so suddenly, 
presenting itself as a breach of continuity instead of as the 
natural term of a logical process of mental growth. Up to this 
point Shakespeare’s development has been intelligible enough. 
Play has led on to play by sensible and tegular gradations. The 
blossoming and fruitage of his art, however astonishing, have 
none the less formed an organic whole. And now the links 
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ace broken. Something inexplicable has intervened, and with- 
out hint or warning the whole outlook of the poet has changed. 
He accepts where he denied; blesses where he banned. The 
universe, which i)ut a moment ^o he reviewed and judged to 
be chaos, now spreads itself out before his eyes as the ordered 
and sunlit garden of God. I hope to give all credit to the critical 
principle which bids us remember that Shakespeare, in addition 
to being a great poet, was also an expert and adroit stage- 
managec. But I do not find it possible to ascribe so funda- 
mental a metamorphosis to a mere desire to rival others in 
exploiting a dramatic convenrion, which had proved congenial 
to the easy temper of Anne of Denmark or the chivalrous 
instincts of the young Prince Henry. Surely to adopt such a 
theory would be to refuse a spiritual content alike to the 
tragedies and to the romances, and to see nothing either hi 
HWr/ or in Tk Teiapsst but the product of an inventive brain 
intent on penny-knaves’ delight There must be mote in it 
than this. The profound cleavage in Shakespeare’s mental 
history about 1607-8 must have been due to some spiiitual 
crisis the nature of which it is only possible dimly to con- 
jecture; some such process as that which in the psychology of 
religion bears the name of conversion; or perhaps some 
sickness of the brain which left him an old man, freed at last 
from the fever of speculation and well disposed to spend the 
afternoon of life in unexacting and agreeable dreams. This 
latter hypothesis would help also to explain the marked change 
of style which accompanies the change of dramatic putposs in 
the romances. In these complicated and incoherent periods, in 
these softened and unaccentuated rhythms, in these tender and 
evanescent beauties, I find less a deliberate attempt to reduce 
the declamation of the stage to the colloquial dialogue of daily 
life, than ihe natural outcome of relaxed mental energies, 
shrinking from the elfort after tlic wrought and nervous 
rhythms of the p.\st. 

Whatever it was tli.at happened to Shakespeare, one may 
suspect that it profoundly affected Ids way of life no less than 
Hs uay of thought. Gh.ir.icteristic of all the romances is that 
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tendency to die idyll, which it is difficult not to connect 'rith 
his appatent withdrawal, at an earlier age than one wraild 
have looked for, finm the town to the country, from London 
and its stage to Stratford and its meadows. This element bn 
also been attributed to the influence of Beaumont and Fletchei, 
and in particular the Welsh scenes in Cymbelme have heen 
regarded as an amplification of the fine aspiration aftei tht 
forest life in the fourth act of Pbilasfer-. 


Oh, that I had been nourished in these woods 
With milk of goats and acorns, and not known 
The right of crowns, nor ihe dlsscmbilng trains 
Of women’s looks; but digged myself a cave, 

Where I, my fire, my cattle, and my bed 
Might have been shut togediet in one shed; 

And then had taken me some mountain girl. 

Beaten with winds, chaste as the hardened rocks 
Whereon she dwelt, that might have strewed my bed 
With leaves and reeds and with the skins of beasts 
Our neighbours, and have borne at her big breasts 
My large coarse issue. This had been a life 
Free from vexation. 


The affinity of this to the exaltation by Belatius in the ffiiid 
act of CjmUliiK of his honest fieedom in a rocky demesne over 
the city’s usuries and the art of the court is obvious. But it is 
to be remembered that, although the technical setting of the 
pastoral is absent from both passages, the ’sweet content’ of 
the country life had formed part of an Hliaabethan tradition of 
pastoral sentiment long before it was handled either by Beau- 
mont and Fletcher or by Shakespeare; and also that there is no 
especial reason why, as between Pbilastir and CyiffheltMi the 
priority should lie with the former rather than with the lattec 
Indeed so long as the chronological relations of the two plays 
are undetermined, the probabilities lie all the other way. Idyll 
is incidental In Pbi/asUr, in Cymhtlim it is an Integral part of 
foe design. In foe other romances of Beaumont and Fletcha 
cognate to Pbikster, with the exception of Tbe Faiibfui Ship- 
btr^ss which is technically a pastotal, idyll is fet from being 
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SO conspicuous as it is in The Winter’s Tn/e or Th Tempest, in 
which the upbringings of Perdita among the sheep-folds of 
Bohemia and of Miranda in her innocent and sequestered isle 
afliird the closest parallels to the upbringing of the flotver-like 
lioys, Ciiiidcrius and Atvitagua. 



THE WINTER’S TALE 


Purpose and stiucture in Tii Winter's Tale are shaped alike 
by the canons of romance; if indeed one is justified in using 
the term canon to denote a principle which is founded oa the 
negation of law. The formula of the ^ay, as of all the dramatic 
outcome of Shakespeare’s sentimental aftermath, is that of 
recognition; a formula which the Eleeira of Sophocles proved 
long before to be capable of extremely classic treatment, and 
which in fact Aristotle distinguished under the name of 
avayviopuns as a typical element of classical tragedy, but 
which in the process of time has generally home a romantic 
handling, and has gathered about itself all the associations of 
romantic interest. The plot of Tbe Winter's Tate is woven out 
of the fortunes of Hermione, vdio was dead and came to life 
again, and of Petdita, who was lost and was found again, just 
as Thaisa and Marina ate lost and found again in Teritkt, and 
Prospero in The Tsasparf is restored to his lost dukedom, and 
Posthumus in Cjmbelint recovers the Imogen of whom he was 
not worthy. Truth that will out through disguises, wrongs that 
in the end become rights again, wanderings that lead hDffl^ 
ward in the eventide; these are things which have always been 
precious to the romantic Hose. And in Shakespeare, as else- 
where, the development of such a theme lends itself natuiaily 
to the interposition of strange and exciting incidents. Men set 
sail and are shipwrecked on the coasts of Bohemia, whew 
never coast was; a heat comes opportunely to make a meal of 
the witness and agent of a crime; shepherds find an infimt 
princess with a casket of jewels that look like &iiy gold; a 
statue steps from its pedestal to become a living bteathing 
woman. Above all, the couise of human aflaits is swayed and 
interpreted by the enigmatic utterances of an otacle. Romance 
gets all the colour and novelty that are its life-blood; and for 
the philosophy of the universe, that in Shakespeare’s later 
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moods lies behind and determines romance, the amazement 
is converted into the symbol and manifestation of an over- 
ruling force working by hidden ways to bring the ends of 
man to good. The justidcation of Providence, that, after 
ail, is the conscious intention which informs the romantic 
theme ; and the supernatural intervention of Apollo lepieseots, 
in accordance with the ordinary use of the supernatural by 
Shakespeare, an acknowledgement of the ultimate mystery 
wliich, in the last resort, the conception of Providence 
involves. 

Nor is the happy issue of the play merely one of external 
accident. The power thatj, to the eye of Shakespeare’s optim- 
ism, makes for righteousness operates not only in the ordering 
of events, but also in the heart of man; and the material 
recognitions, which bring the wife and daughter of Leontes 
back to him, hut follow upon the spiritual regeneration where- 
in he returns from his jealous error, and devotes himself to the 
lifidong atonement of a 'saiot-like sorrow’. Romance, indeed, 
will not have you apply too searching a psychology. Shake- 
speare must needs make vital what he touches, and Greene’s 
graceful tale becomes a difierent thing when the master has 
introduced into it the audacious roguery of Autolycus and the 
ripe humanity of Paulina. But art may take its standpoint at 
more than one degree of remoteness 6;om teal life; and the 
jealousy of Leontes will never bear analysis and comparison, 
as if it were in the same plane of actuality with that torrent of 
terrible passion which scourges with eternal tragedy the noble 
breast of Othello. Were it so, one might wonder whether even 
the repentance and the sixteen years’ penance are quite suffi- 
cient to entitle the torturer of Hennione to his ultimate 
impunity; for, indeed, the plane is not wholly kept, and there 
arc scenes in the second and third acts that toudi something 
too near the quick for romance. 

In quite another sense, Tie Winter’s Tale declares itself as a 
notably extreme expression of the romantic temper, Certainly 
mote than any other play of Shakespeare, possibly more than 
any other contemporary play, it defies the criticism voiced 
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over thirty years before by Sidney, in his attaignmentofths 
artistic ideals, or lack of such ideals, which he discetneditimi 
earlier generation of Elizabethan dramatists. It was (heincd. 
herence, the lack of discipline, that offended Sidney; atidh 
effect the disregard of those unities, which played so gteati 
part in the literary disputations of a subsequent age, aad 
which, when all is said and done, sum up in no inconvenient 
form a considerable body of poetic experience as to thewodo 
ing of the psychological laws that determine the production 
and maintenance of a dramatic illusion. Thi Winter's Tah, vdijt 
its bifurcate plot, the two sections of which the poet latte 
places side by side than takes the lyonble to interweave, with 
its action that shifts ftom Sicilia to Bohemia and back again, 
with its light-hearted lapse of no less than sixteen years whilei 
child becomes a woman, sets the unities at nought in a way 
which it would be diihctdt not to regard aa deldietatc, even 
without the apology of Time, the Chorus, for the use of hit 
wings. It is the utmost liberty that Shakespeare daims for the 
romantic dramatist; and the issue is made the more ckat'cnl 
by the juxtaposition of Tie Winter's Tale with the neatest play 
to it ia point of time, JUe Tmper/, in which s storf ol e«s^ 
ally the same character is presented in a form of perfect dnssicil 
te^arity, as the logical devetopment, in plot and sub-plot, of 
a single situation, in a singje locality, and within the compass of 
a single day. If Shakespeare ‘wanted art’ in Ben Jonson's, 
which was probably the same as Sidney’s, sense, it is deii that 
the lack arose from no incomplete mastery, but from an efott, 
unintelligible to Ben’s more rigid mind, aitet an unliinited 
fixedom of technique. 


In all the plays of the latest group, and to a marked degree 
in The Winter's Tale, the less intense dramatic life, as coQipateil 
with that of the great tragic cyde which forewent them, leava 
the mote room for the decorative and episodic elements. Thetc 
is sorely nothing in the whole magic volume to surpass 
sheer reach of poesy the lament over Eldele’s grassy tomb 
l^nehelm, or Peidita’s exquisitE description of the spring 
flowers t^t Proseipina let ^ Eom Dis’s wagon: 
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Daflbdils, 

That come befom the sirallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; violets dim. 

But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes 
Or Cytherca’s breath; pale primroses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can hehr>Id 
Bri;rht Phoebus in his strength - a malady 
Most incident to maids; Ijolil oslips and 
The crown Imperial; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one. 

Neatly the whole of the fourth act, indeed, is an interlude, for 
its own sake, of delicate and humorous fantasy, which lias a 
function, no doubt, in the disentangiing of the plot, but one 
hardly proportionate to the elaboration with which its details 
ate presented. The blameless loves of Florizel and Perdita 
serve to bring together once more the fortunes of the houses of 
Sicilia and Bohemia, and the tyranny of PoUxenes as a father 
may pass for a pendant to the tyranny of f-eontes as a husband; 
but essentially this is Shafcespeate’s picture of a rustic merry- 
making, nothing mote and nodiing less. It is an exetdse In 
pastond, that traditional idealization of the shepherd’s life 
which the imagination of the Renaissance poets, first on the 
Continent and then in England, had built up upon the eclogues 
of Theocritus and of Virgil, and upon certain dmms of love- 
adventure between knights and village maidens, typical of 
native French poetry. Sidney himself and Spenser had given 
the pastoral its vogue at the court of Elizabeth, and it had 
proved singularly attractive to a literaty instinct which already, 
in the rapidly-growing London of the late sixteenth and eatly 
seventeenth centuries, was beginning to feel the irksomeness 
of cities. It is the [toetry of the reaction from civilization, and 
its tendency, intelligible enough even if illusory, to exalt the 
simplicity and content of die meadows above the pomps of 
mortal state finds an echo in Petdita’s gentle protest; 

1 was about to speak and tell him plainly, 

The self-same sun that shlnca upon his court 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike. 
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Theie ate laints and suggestions of jastoial thioughout Shsi®- 
Bpeaie’s earlier work, notably in As You Uki It, that marvel- 
lous play with which, in the heart of a ffliddie age -whose 
preoccupations ate mainly urban, he opens a sudden wiadoss 
upon the outside world.' But never before Ths Wmfir'sTi^iai 
he given himself up to any full indulgence of the vein. It is a 
dangerous pastime, in dealing with a poet in whom the ohjec- 
dve faculties are so highly developed as they are in Shakeapeate, 
to attempt to trace reflections of his personal circumstances 
upon the mirror of his art. But one is justified in tememhetiag 
that Tha Winter’s Tale is a play of Shakespeare’s literary autumn, 
written possibly after he had already passed into retirement at 
Stratford, and certainly when the links which bound him to 
London and the stage had begun to grow weak; and it is 
difficult not to think of it as influenced by the surroundings, 
familiar to him in boyhood, to which he had come back in all 
the freshness of recovered liberty and peace. Specuiaoons as 
to the legitimacy of horticulture woidd have their natnnl 
origin as he walked with philosophic mind among the beds of 
carnations and stteaked gillyvors in his ‘great gnrfen’ at New 
Place; and hard by there was a hundted-acre fetm in the open 
fields of Old Stratford, with another garden and an otchani 
and twenty acres of pasture, where one tnay be sure the sheep 
were shorn -with all due jollity at the appropriate season, id 
the master sat down with his hinds to a homely banquet, k 
which warden pies coloured with saffton and porridge rf 
prunes and of raisins of the sun did not fail to make their 
appearance. 

Pastoral is never to be mistaken for a transcript of rustic life. 
Its significance reaides, not in any fidelity to the feet of the 
peasant, but in its relation to foe state of mind of foe world- 
wearied courtier or scholar who writes it. And foe contrast it 
genetally btougjht into foe foreground of foe picture. Coa- 
sciously or unconsciously, foe shepherds, or some at leasi 
among them, ate masquerading. So it is in Tie Winter’s W 
where foe rude manners and foe open-mouthed simplirity o 
the real ferm-folk only serve as a foil to foe natural nobility o 
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the king’s son Florizel and the king’s daiightet Perdita. To the 
sttangeis Peidita is 'the queen of cutds and cieam’ and ‘the 
prettiest low-boin lass that ever lati on the green-swatd’. 
liven those who are not in the secret will hardly confuse her 
with the red-cheeked Dorcas or the free-spoken Mopsa: 

Nothing she does or scems^ 

But smacks of something greater than herself, 

Too noble for this place. 

There is all the difference in the world between the gracious 
symbolism of her flower-decked courtesy and the bustling 
hospitality which the old shepherd recalls as characteristic of 
his own wife at shearing times; and Flotiael woos her appro- 
priately enough with no rustic compliments, but with dainty 
speeches meet for any lady’s bower: 

What you do 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 

I’d have you do it ever. When you sing, 

I’d have you buy and sell so, so give alms, 

Pray so; and for the ordering your affairs. 

To sing them too. When you do dance, I wish you 
A wave of the sen, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move sull, still so. 

And own no other function. Each your doing. 

So singular in each particular. 

Crowns what you arc doing in the present deeds. 

That all your acts ate queens. 

And Peidita is worthy of his praise, were it only for the 
exquisite dignity with which she accepts the dismissal that 
seems the inevitable consequence of Polixenes’ discovery of 
her lover. She will be no burden upon him; he has his place, 
she hers: 

WiU’t please you, sir, be gone? 

I told you what would come of this; beseech you, 

Of your own state take care. This dream of mine - 
Being now awake, I’ll queen it no inch farther. 

But milk my ewes and weep. 
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Was it really in the country, one wonders, that Shakespait 
found modds for these high-hearted ladies. Perdita the on- 
spoilt maiden, and Imogen the constant wife, of his latest playji 
They are not precisely the types for which one would look in 
the pleasure-loving and none too scrupulous court of Anne tf 
Denmark. But in Florizel, the unstained shepherd, there is no 
doubt a temptation to trace the lineaments of the gallant and 
too early lost Prince Henry, who seems to have had the gift of 
touching the popular imagination more effectivdy than anyone 
dse since the ftill of Essex. 



THE TEMPEST 


‘The Tempest’, among Shakespeare’slaterpkys, is a|Couiitet- 
patt to the Midsummtr Night’s Dream of his lyric youth. Here, 
too, is a dream, or, if you will, a fairy tale, in ■which the pro- 
tagonists are not men and women but imagined beings, taken 
partly from folk-bdief and pardy from literature, to be the 
symbols of forces dimly percdved by the poet as ruling that 
life, which is itself, after aU, in another degree, but sudi stuff 
as dreams are made on. And, like ^4 Mistmmer Night’s Dream, 
the play must interest the spectator less through a strictly 
dtamatic appeal to his emotions, than by the strange romantic 
charm of its setting and its sensuous realization of the delicate 
and the grotesque in the mysterious personages whom it 
brings bdote him. It is, in ftct, to be classed as dramatic 
tpeetaek rather than as drama proper, and the elaboration -with 


which it has been put upon the stage by modem managers may 
be regarded as not. In this case, -wholly out of keeping with the 


intention of the dramatist. 


Apart, indeed, from its Arid and its Caliban, and tried by 
the too rigid concepdon of drama which is blind to everything 
except just the interplay of human characters in action. The 
Tempest cectsinly fails to answer satis&ctorily to the test. The 
practical omnipotence which Prospeto derives from his magic 
arts takes all vitality from the plots which he unravds and 
from the confflct between hero and villains which they repre- 
sent. And, unless you are sentimentalist inveterate, your 
emotions will not be more than &intly stirred by the blamdess 
loves at fttst sight of Ferdinand and Miranda, or by the quite 
superfluous obstadea, hollow as the property logs that Fer- 
dinand must carry, which are put in their way by the heavy 
father. The inexperienced hut peerless maiden, advancing the 
fringed curtains of her eyes upon the 'brave new -world that 
hath such people in it’, only to have them dazzled by the first 
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male being that crossed her path; the gallant but patient bwt 
of whom she very truly says, ‘Nothing natural I ever saw no 
noble’; they have much to answer for, it is to be feared, infbe 
later development of rose-pink drawing-room fiction. Perhaps 
it would be a little hard to bear them a grudge for this. But 
even if they are not responsible for their great-great-grand 
chuldten, do they not themselves share something of the 
colourless insipidity of their great-great-graadfathet and 
grandmother, Daphnis and Chloe? And if you accept hJitanda 
as a ‘nonpareil’ and ‘the top of admiration’, is it not tathei 
because Shakespeare himself, through the mouths of Prospcio 
and Ferdinand, tells you that that is what she is, than because 
of anything that she says or does as she stands before youl 
The device is an effective one in the hands of the novelist; hut 
it is less available for the dramatist, who cannot, aftet ah, 
escape foom sooner or later producing his puppets, and mahiag 
them speak and act for theinselveB upon his stage. Incidentally, 
it is a little curious to observe how the type of Shakespeait's 
women varies at different periods of his career. Miismdj, 
Imogen, Perdita; set them against Rosalind, Beatrice, Hdcffl. 
Is one to suppose that Shakespeare, like many more recent 
dramatists, found himself oblig^ to write ‘round’ the person, 
ality of the ‘leading lady’, who starred it for the time being in 
his company? Or fo he merely following the wavering of the 
modish taste in heroines, a taste set perhaps, as some think, 
during the period of his final plays, by the sentitncntal tragi- 
comedies of Beaumont and Fletcher? 

But if Tb» Impest is not exactly a slice cut straight ftom the 
ted heart of humanity, still less can it he reasonably interpreted 
as a delibetate and consistent allegory. To prove, for example, 
in detail that it is not a formal exposition of the Baconian 
philosophy would carry me into regions of controversy which 
1 do not propose, now or at any other time, to tread. The 
dream-formula is the true one. The play is no mote than a 
dream, and as such dispensed ftom any obligation to logical 
completeness or contintdty; an iridescent bubble, shot across 
by (fivers fhreads of symbolism and suggestion, independent 
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of one Other, but all reflecting tendendes of thought and 
feeling which were dominant in the mind of the poet at the 
time of its composition. Some of these tendencies may perhaps 
be indicated without bteaking down the filmy texture of fancy 
by too heavy a burden of external comment. 

That the general drift and structure of the play are peculiarly 
characteristic of .Shakespeare’s later mood of serene optimism, 
and that the invincible Prospeto, biding his time to charm 
good out of ill and to make the odds all even, is in particular 
a kind of conacte embodiment of Providence, have become 
commonplaces of criticism. I need not labour them, or dwell 
upon the contrast between the spiritual temper which finds 
such expression and that which gave birth to the titanic 
tragedies of Macbeth and Kag hear. It is one which makes its 
first appearance in Perieits, and dominates Cymbelim and the 
Winter's Tale, as well as Tk Tetnpest. Further, one may readily 
agree with those who think that the play was written with an 
eye to the conditions of a court entettainment, rather than to 
those of the public stage. It is, in fact, a glorified mask. The 
ship of the first scene represents the ‘pageant’ of carpenter’s 
work, commonly introduced into such devices, and the dances, 
songs, and disguises of Ariel and his company are balanced, 
as in an anti-mask, by the clumsy revels of Stephano and bis 
reeling-ripe fellows. The character of the fotmal mask intro- 
duced into the fourth act suggests a wedding, and at a Jacobean 
wedding the plain-spokenness of Ptospero’s sermon to the 
lovers would perhaps be neither intolerable not uncalled for. 
The parallel to A Midsummer Nidi's Dream, probably per- 
formed at a court wedding in 1594 or IJ9;, and ending with 
an cpithalamium, is in this point exact Tie Tempest is known 
to have been presented before the Princess Elizabeth, after- 
wards the unibftunatc ‘Queen of Hearts’, and Frederick the 
Blcctor Palatine, during the festivities accompanying their 
marriage on the 14 February 1613. It has even been supposed 
tliat it was originally written for this occasion. But the evidence 
for an earliei performance in 1611, which has now outlived 
suspicion, woidd make this theory untenable, even did Miranda 
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not Still mote suggest a portrait of Elizabeth as she caBa isua 
her nevr-vasbed world ftom the sednsion of Combe Abbey ia 
i 6 ti, than a portrait of Elizabeth after two years of couttlifcia 
1615. It is possible, however, although not, I think, more dan 
possible, that the play may have been revised in the latter yeat, 
and the hymeneal mask, which is not particularly appropriate 
to its place in the action, inserted as a compliment to die bridal 
pair. However this may be, the hunt after topical allusions in 
Shakespeare’s plays is surely not pursued with the discretion 
and saving sense of humour which it demands, when the 
escape of Ferdinand ftom drowning is interpreted as a refer- 
ence to the untimely end of Hetuy, Prince of Wales, who died, 
not by drowning, but ftom typhoid fever, shortly before bit 
sister’s marriage. Ferdinand cannot stand both for Henry and 
for Frederick; not is it the obvious way of condoling wife a 
fether on the death of a son, to point out that somebody else'i 
son did not die. Even less willingly can one be induced to find 
in the trinmphant magic of Prospero a delicate flattery of those 
political intrigues of James the First which had cuhninated in 
the alliance with the Elector. Shakespeare was willing enough, 
no doubt, to address a passing compliment to the king in 
Masbetb. He had more thm once done as much for Gloriana in 
earlier plays. But the dignified and patient Prospero is no mote 
flkely than Hamlet him self to be Intended os a fiilldeogth 
portrait of the meanest and least picturesque of all the Stuatts. 
And so far, indeed, as ther^is any personal reference in Ptos- 
peto at all, is It not dearly to one far greater than James the 
First, namely William Shakespeare himself? I find it Impossible 
to doubt that in the femous address to the ‘elves of hlhs, 
brooks, standing lakes, and groves’, in which Prospero recites 
how by their aid he has 

Bedimmed 

The noontide sun, called forth the mutinous winds, 

And ’twixt the gteen sea and the azured vault 
Set roaring war, 

and finally abjures his tough magic, breaks his staff, and dtowni 
ajfi 
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his book, Shakespeare is really making his own farewell to the 
stage and to the arts by which he has exercised a dominion 
even mote elemental than that of the enchanter This speech 
gives a key to one at least of the ideas which find expression in 
tilt play Thus And, tvho from another point of view is the 
agent and ministci of an inscrutable Providence, becomes fiom 
this a symbol of the spint of poetry found pegged in the cloven 
pine of the pte-Shakespeamn dtama, brought into the service 
of the creative imagination, and employed for his term in the 
feshioning of illusions to dehght the eyes and move the heatts 
of men And so it is hinted that at the end of the play the 
insubstantial pageant of the great Shakespeanan drama shall 
fade for ever Arid shall have his fiBcdom, and Prospero shall 
betake himself to the dukedom of Milan - which is Stratford 
Whetherl am right in this or not, the scanty evidence avail- 
able would seem to show that the year i6ii, in which Tht 
Teapest is as ptohably written, was also lhat in which Shake- 
speat bade good-bye to London and took up his abode for the 
rest of his lie at New Place. He was then still a comparatively 
young man, and had been a dramatist for not more than a 
round score of years. The sigmficance of so eaily a retirement 
has perhaps hardly been sufficiently appreciated No doubt 
Shakespeaie had made money and could afford, bke Alleyn, to 
enjoy his leposeand die responsibilities of a landed propuetoc. 
But his willingness to leave London and his triumphs and to 
buty himself at the age of foity eight in the smug obscuiity of 
a petty piovincial town certainly suggests that his quality of 
actor and playwright had lost whatever attraction it may ever 
have possessed for him. The hints of dissatisfaction with the 
life of the mime, at a much earher date, in the Sonnets, will 
not be forgotten Plays and poems are full of these tantalising 
glimpses of the man Wilham Shakespeare behind them, and 
any attempt at interpretation lands one on die perilous ways of 
conjectural biography. It is, oetlainljr, a merely conjectural 
Kconsttuction of the inadequate data when I suggest diat 
Shakespeare as a lad was ‘dedicated to doseuess and the bet- 
tering of his mind', and felt httle desire for the career of a 
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filtmer and moie or less prosperous burgess, which was that 
laid open to him by the traditions of his family. He cared not 
to be Duke of Milan. Literary ambitions, aided perhaps by 
some event capable at least of symbolical representation in a 
drama as an intrigue against him, drove him to London. Bat 
the actual conditions attending the calling of an actor and 
dramatist spelt disillusion. Shakespeare was more of a boni- 
geois than he had dreamed. The mayor’s son, conscious of his 
fether’s coat-armour, rebelled against the disrepute attaching 
to an occupation whose members were only distinguished by a 
legal fiction £tom rogues and vagrants. The prospect of retke- 
ment was present to his mind fi:om an early period. He saved 
money, invested it in Stratford, bought a house there, and, as 
soon as his afeirs permitted, he gladly broke his pen, and 
returned to his rejected dukedom, to enjoy the dignities of 
New Place, to dig his garden, collect his tithes, sit through 
sermons, and entertain the preacher to sack and supper. 

May one venture to think that something better and mote 
spiritual than this metely respectable instinct helped to account 
for his flight? Is it possible that, in idii, Shakespeare heard 
Warwickshire calling with a voice that would not be denied? 
London was a growing city in the early seventeenth century, 
and a note of revolt from urban life, hardly heard since the 
day of the poets of imperial Rome, was beginning to steal back 
into liteiature. Jonson translated his 

Beatut UU, qtd pnml mgaliis, 

although Jonson, if any one, had Fleet Street in his veins; and 
doubtes many a poet flung himself across a table in the Half- 
Moon to write an ode about the shepherd’s life and its sweet 
content. But the sentimeat was a teal one all the same, and 
there ate signs in Shakespeare’s latest plays that he shared it. 
In Tit Wmtir’s Tak it reveals itself in the hinls of conventional 
pastoral, always the townsman’s dream of country life. In Tit 
Temptst it inspires the speculations of Gonaalo, borrowed 
from Montaigne though diese may be, on the golden age and 
the pleasant liberties of its primitive civilisation/ and also 
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surely the sweet out-of-doots aii of the play, blown through 
and through with breaths ftom those voyages of discovery 
which brought so much romance and such a widening horizon 
into Elizabethan life. 

And so we come to the enigmatic figure of Caliban, about 
■which, it must be admitted, the ingenuity of the commentators 
has not been idle. I have rejected the temptadon to suggest 
that, just as Ariel symbolizes the spirit of poetry brought by 
Shakespeare into the service of the creative imagination, so 
Caliban signifies the spirit of prose, bom of Sycorax who is 
controversial theology, and imperfectly subdued by Shake- 
speare to the same service. There arc some who follow Renan 
in taking Caliban for a type of Demos, and regard his desire to 
‘nor saape trenchering nor wash dish’ as eminently charac- 
teristic of political ideals which aim at nothing higher than 
the escape from reasonable labour. Of any political intendon 
on Shakespeare’s part in Tht Tempest I am profiiundly sceptical ; 
not do I ftel sure that, in the great poUdcal cleavage which was 
beginning to show itself in his day, he would have been so 
certainly a foe to Demos as is oflen assumed. Those who be- 
lieve in his supposed aristocratic and di'vme-tigbt sympathies, 
largely on the ^sis of the Jack Cade scenes in fiss/y tie Sixth 
which he probably did not design, may be invited to compare 
the demeanour of the boatswain in the storm with that of the 
crowd of courtiers whose howling proved louder than the 
weather or his office; Shakespeare, at least, was the dupe 
neither of a theory not of a ride. ‘ What cares tbese roarers for 
the name of king?’ 

Browning based on Caliban a semi-ironical disquisition on 
the genesis of natural religions and tbeir anthropomorphism. 
Others have seen in him an antidpadon of Darwinian theories 
as to the development of man. It is not necessary to attribute 
to Shakespeare prophetic gifts in die region of biology; but he 
does seem to be endeavouring to adumbrate in Caliban such a 
general conception of primitive humanity as the expanding 
knowledge of his day had opened out to him. Caliban is an 
earthy creature. He has the morals and the maliciousness of a 
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troglodyte, and must be taught the first elements of human 
knowledge; 

How 

To name the bigger light, and how the less. 

That burn by day and night 

and even the first ptindples of articulate speech. He will take 
no print of goodness, and can only be controlled and made 
serviceable by terror. On the other hand - and here we come 
back to the cravings after the life according to nature which 
the play in more than one point suggests - he is akin to earth 
in anodier sense. He knows all ‘ the qualities of the isle ’, where 
the ‘quick freshes’ ate, and where the brine pits; and, in the 
fervour of his adoration for Stephano, vows 

I’ll show thee the best springs. I’ll pluck thee berries, 
m fish for thee and get thee wood enough; 

and again: 

I prithee, let me bring thee where etabe grow. 

And I with my long nails will dig thee pig.nuts; 

Show thee a jay’s nest and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble martnoset; I’ll bring thee 
To dustering filberts and sometimes I’ll get thee 
Young scamels ftom the rock. 

And is it upon Caliban or upon the missionaries of European 
dvilmtion that the irony falls, in his compldnt against 
Prospeto: 

You taught me language, and my profit on it 
la, 1 know how to cuise. The red plague rid you 
For teaching me your languagel 

or in fhe Rabelaisian scenes where the monster abases himself 
in the cult of the dke beutiills and confesses of the drunken 
lackey who holds it: 

That’s a brave god, and bears celestial liquor? 
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Mobbrn cfitidsM has long ago made up its mind thatHta/y 
tk tiigkb, in the form in which it has come down to us, catmot 
he classed as a complete and unaided work of Shakespeare. It 
was the acute analysis of James Spedding, tlie biogtaphet of 
Bacon, which first assured foe existence of a second hand, 
recognized it as the hand of John Fietchet, and after dis- 
tinguishing on grounds of general aesthetic feeling between 
the two Aments of the play, succeeded in confirming the 
result by the mote mechanical application of the so-called 
metrical tests. Subsequent investigations have only tended to 
support Spedding’s conclusions, so fer as Fletcher is coa- 
arned, and at the present dme there does not appear to be any 
reason to question them. The metrical characteristics of 
Fletcher’s verse, and in particular his extraordinary fondness 
for the feminine ending, ate difficult to obscure at any time; 
and his fluent style, his easy touch upon the pathetic, and his 
profound failure to appreciate dramatic values all rind ample 
illustration in those parts of Bimy the Ej^ti assigned to 1^ 
by Spedding. These indnde the best-known and, from the 
episodic point of view, the most effective scenes; Wolsey’s 
farewell to his greatness, the dearii-bed of Katherine, the 
glorification of Elizabeth and of James with which the 
action closes. But there is nothing in these which is neces- 
sarily beyond Fletcher’s reach, or out of harmony with his 
genius; and nothing on the other hand so inimitably Shakes- 
pearian as to tender its attrffiution to a different writer an 
absurdity. 

But the critical difficulties of lliiiiy the Ei^lh begin rather 
than end with tlic establishment of Fletcher; since if there is 
substantial agreement as to this, focre is the widest diversity of 
opinion as to the relations of Shakespeare to the younger 
dramatist, and as to the conditions under which their work 
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came to be presented in combination. The piodnclion of the 
play can be precisely dated, because it is clear from contem- 
porary descriptions that it is the ‘new play’ which was being 
acted at the Globe under the title of All is Tnit on 29 June 
iSij when the disastrous fire broke out, which led to the total 
destruction of ‘that virtuous &btic’. By ibij there is every 
reason to suppose that Shakespeare had formally retired from 
the habitual exercise of his art The Tempest was played in t6ii, 
and the autobiographic intention of the passage, in which the 
wearied Ptospeto dismisses his femiliars and buries his ftiagic 
staff in the Warwickshire earth, is unmistakable. But such 
resolutions sometimes have their afterthoughts. The London 
theatres had been humming in the winter of i fit 2-1 5 under the 
stimulus of the coming of the Palsgrave and the wedding of 
Elizabeth. The King’s men alone had been called upon &r no 
less than fourteen pkya at Court. The visit of the Savoy ambas- 
sador had led to a ftesh demand in June; and Shakespeare, 
who is known to have helped Burbage in designing the Earl of 
Rutland’s impresa for the tilt on Lady Day, may well also have 
been called upon to lend a hand to the playwright who had 
herowfi. his wisteMl waceassas at ths. Gbahe, va the. ususoai 
straits to which even his feculties of rapid composition had 
been reduced by the year’s stress of work. It is on the whole a 
less plausible theory that an unfinished fragment left by 
Shakespeare on his retirement was handed over to Fletcher 
for completion. The non-Fletcherlan half of the play comprises 
portions of each act and touches upon all the various motives, 
the fiJl of Buckingham, the rise of Anne Boleyn, the repudia- 
tion of Katherine, the disgrace of Wolsey, the intrigue agrinst 
Cranmer, which succeeded each other in the plot. Its scena 
are closely dovetailed into those assigned to Fletcher; and it is 
difficult to see why, if Shakespeare had started the play 
independently, he should have selected just those scenes to be 
written first. You can -write a play from heginning to end, or 
you can write the most significant scenes first and then work 
round them. But tlie non-Fletcherian scenes follow neither of 
these methods, and their distribution seems hardly intelligible 
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except on the hypothesis of colkbotation, I do not tbinic 
that any importance is to be attached to the view that it 
would be beneath Shakespeare’s dignity to coilabotate with 
Fietchei. Those who hold it ate imperfectly acquainted with 
the literary conditions of the sixteenth and seventeenth 
centuries. 

But does the attribution of the non-Flctcherian scenes to 
Shakespeare carry with it a responsibility for the structure and 
the meaning of the play? That is a more serious question; for, 
in spite of its fine rhetorical passages, it would be impossible to 
maintain that He«^ the Ei^th reaches a high level of excellence. 
It suffers from the multiplicity of its issues, taken straight over 
from the chronicle; and in especial from the want of dramatic 
sense, which spoils the balance of its parts by laying the highest 
colour upon precisely those elements which should have been 
kept in the background. The contrast between the overthrow 
of Wolsey’s over-weening ambition and the triumphant 
emergence of Anne Boieyn, bearing with her the destinies of 
Elizabethan England, was an effective scheme enough. The 
Buckingham and the Cranmet episodes ate perhaps sufficiently 
subordinated to the two main motives which they respectively 
support. But there is almost an ethical obtuseness in die stress 
placed upon the sorrows of the admirable Katherine, and in the 
failure to observe that dramatic sympathy won for her could 
only militate against the dramatic sympathy which the whole 
purpose of the play made it the duty of the writers to win for 
her more fortunate rival. And Aus Ae interest is over with the 
death-hed at Kimholton, and the closing scenes, which should 
have clinched Ac dynastic and patriotic theme, inevitably 
assume Ac ait of an irrelevant and superfluous pageant. This 
is just the sort of mistake which it was natural for Fletcher to 
niake. Unglfred with the true dramatist’s faculty for seeing his 
design as a whole, he had the instinct for pathos which 
led him to lavish his poetry upon Katherine’s fate without 
regard to Ae havoc Aerehy wrought in Ao planes of the 
composition, Shakespeatehad a surer hand in this respect, and 
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if the pka of the play was fitshioned about the time of iu 
production in 1613, it is certainly to Fletchct that we most 
ascribe it. Nor does it bear any such dear impress ol 
Shakespeare’s liter personality as to make this unlikely. Bat 
for such a stray phrase as Anne Boleyn’s half-since« 
aspiration: 

To be lowly born. 

And rauge with humble livers in content, 

it is difScoIt to ttace any spiritual kinship with the tomaatic 
op timi sm and the pastoral dreams of The Timptst and Tit 
Winttr's Tale. 

It seems implied that Fletcher, whose strong point was not 
plotting, took the lead in a colkboration with Shakespeaie to 
the extent not only of writing all the most telling scenes, but 
also of drafting the plot; but, although this is not inconedv- 
able, it is just possible that there may be anodier altematiTe. 
All Shakespeare’s historical plays, apart from Heary fht EigW, 
belong to flic eatliet periods of his dramatic career. He seemed 
to have worked out the vein with Htntj the Tijth in 1 spy, and 
one is rather at a loss to imagine why he should have troubled 
to return to it, fourteen years later. Then again, one is haunted 
by the feeling that, if Shakespeare had written Hemj tie 
S^th at about the time at wirich he was writing Henry ik 
Sixth, its structure would not have been very different from 
that of the play before us. This does not, of course, extend to 
the mannets of rhythm and phrasing, which, in so fer as they 
ate those of Shakespeare, ate clearly those of his latest and not 
of his earliest development. But there is nothing which might 
not be his early work in the choice of scenes, in the tdation to 
the chronicle, or in that want of the finer spiritual insight in 
the handling of the emotional issues to which attention has 
alteady been drawn, A good deal in the play would become 
intelHgible thtougji the conjectuie that it was originally 
written by Shakespeare during the early nineties, as a play on 
the subject might so naturally have been, to take its place in the 
swies which also contained Bemy the Sixth and &i(M the 
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Third, and that it was afteiwards lewtitten by Shakespeare and 
Fletcher, upon the old scenario but with new dialogue, to meet 
the demand of 1613. A date dating Elizabeth’s lifetime has, 
imleed, been argued for before now, on the strength of the 
compliment paid to her in the last scene, the expansion of 
which into a further compliment to James the First has un- 
deniably the dr of an afterthought I had arrived at the hypo- 
thesis sketched above on a prim grounds and without any 
idea that there was so much as a glimmer of external evidence 
to support it, when, on tiirnii^ up Hsnshtrds Diaiy, I found 
that there had been a play, which might quite possibly have 
been just the one I was in search of. This was B/totogfew, 
which was played by the Bad of Sussex’s men under Hen- 
slowe’s management on 30 December 1593 and on three other 
occasions during the following January. There is no evidence 
that it was then a new play, and it does not appear to have be- 
longed to Heoslowe’s own stock. It is quite possible that, like 
Ti/iu Andrancus, which was acted by the same company at 
about the same time, it passed ultimately into the hwds of 
the Qiambetlain’s men. It might have been Shakespeare’s, 
just as Kietard tie Confessor, which comes next to it in the 
Dkiy, might have been his Uehard the Third. 1 do not 
assert that it was. Francis Metes does not include a Hen^ tie 
Bij^A in his list of Shakespeare’s plays in 1598, but that is 
not quite conclusive, because we are not bound to take the 
list as exhaustive, especially as regards the earliest jour- 
ney-work plays, and in fact it does not include Henry the 
Sixth. 

An elaborate attempt has been made to prove that Shake- 
speare had no part or lot in the extant text of lltn^ the TUghth, 
but that it was written about ifiifi or 1617 by Fletcher, with 
the aid of Philip Massinger, in order to supply the place of 
a Shakespearian play on the same subject which had been 
destroyed in the fire at the Globe. So far as the supposed reason 
for any such rewriting is concerned, this ia absurd upon the 
face of it, since even if the manuscripts of the play and all 
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tbfi ftctots’ pstts hid been burnt, it would obviously have been 
easy enough to reptoduce the test from what had been com- 
mitted to memory during the rehearsals. But Maasinget migia 
very well have begun his career as a playwright as eatly as tfii 
and have assisted Fletcher in preparing the vetsbft of thjt 
year. One of the principal difficulties in the way of such i 
theory, the appearance of Hesiy tk 'Ei^th in the Shakespua 
Folio of 1613, is no doubt removed by the assumption of an 
earlier version from the hand of Shakespeare hims^, whethei 
it were written in the nineties or at any subsequent date, since 
if such a version had existed, Heminges and Condell, who lunst 
have known the circumstances, might quite well have thought 
the share of Shakespeare, as the original plotter, even in ihc 
revised version to be sufficient to justify them in printing it as 
his. I do not think that the removal of the non-Fletchurian 
scenes of Hsufy th Eighth from the list of Shakespcate’s 
work would rend many leaves from his laurel crown. It is not 
notably inspired stuff, although it might quite well be Shake- 
speare's in one of his less felicitous moods, and perhaps with 
an old text before him to fetter his imagination. Hett and 
&heri;ik'iplassww4foit«S!aMftti«5W tlx xutheaik asg, sadi 
as; 

Things to strike honour sad, 

or the Old I^ady’s description of Anne Boleyn’s 'soft chwetil 
conscience’, or the picturesque colloquialism of Buckingham’s 
attack upon Wolsey; 

The devil speed himl No man’s pie is freed 
From his ambitious fingei. yPhat bad he 
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder 
That such a keech can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays of the beneficial sun. 

And keep it from the earth. 

Massinger had a receptive talent, and it is quite possible 
that even at the beginning of his careet he may have been able 
to catch the Shakespearian mannet to this extent. But the 
neater he approaches to Shakespeare, the more diffitult it 
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becomes to find ciiteria sufficiently subtle to distinguish be- 
tween Massinger imitating Shakespeare and Shakespeare him- 
self in an uninspired mood; and in the absence of such criteria 
one hardly sees how such theorizing as has been applied to 
Hmrj Ik Ei^lh can be anything hot vanity. 




/ hh /Q think cf Shahspeere, not as when 
In our oM London of the spacious time 
He took el! amorous hearts mth boHejeti rhyme! 

Or fiun^ his test at liurhage and at Ben; 

0 / speared the flying folHes with bis pen; 

Osj in deep hour, wade Jaiiet's loee sublime; 

Or from Lear's kindness and logo's mme 
Cangfjt tragic bint of Jjeaifen's dark my with men^ 
These were great /uemortes, but be hid them down. 
And when, with brow composed and friendly tread, 
He sougflt the little streets of Stratford town, 

That knew his dreams and soon must bold him dead, 
1 like to think Im Shakespeare pruned his rose, 
And ate bis pippin in his orchard close. 




Some o&er books pMsied ly Piagtms 
on Shakespenre are described on the 
fol/omi^ pages 




INTKODUaNG SH A.-i;nSPli AK( 
G. B. Httrimt 


h IniinWj! Shnlasptsri D( Hatiison ciiiimiim thik 
witkftesli insight and curiosity. The book wi« sped illy «i«Wi 
iurthe Felicaa aoin, and serres as a ecni'r.tl IntniductiKn lo iW 
Pfl®ita Stekapeaie (o£ which Dt Harrison U die dlifirl. 


It doh fiist with, the legend and then with the liii' l«i Hut' 
S&inglr Hkecorded) of Shakespeare. The aiiilior shows iW 
axtbod^ discoTctiesi and condusiona of ituali'm inituiiy. tty 
e^iloaidicEliaabefbaii pdayhoose, now very accutalelv kiatam, 
and caamkes the effect trf its cotutdlcMcd sttuclurc on the pljj- 
nlglitia apptoich to hh theme, Thotc is a chaptet tin Slialti' 
tptaie's company, the Lotd Chambiithiin’s men, ,iml it h in thh 
lection that the human coiitiatt of llic poet'a life is uit«t stn.>>gl» 
f' 'ompanlea, trade wupt, lilciaty pit it y. 

the shotting of the playhouses for icar uf the plnmic, die ilangrr 
TO petfotnanoe of UM B at the time of Kmea'a rwiita, atiU 
My the buniitig down of the Glidie ihetiife. 

The book etik with a more pctstmal elinptst on the pniwiiibn 
and ptoblema of modem editing. 





INTRODUCING SHA‘KRSPEARE 

G, B. Harrison 


In Inirodmmg Shakespean Dr Hatri&on examines iKls subject 
with fresh insight and curiosity. The book was specially written 
for the Pelican series, and serTes os a general inCccxluctlon to the 
Penguin Shakespeare (of which Dr flarrison is the editor)* 

It deals 6t8t with the legend and then with the life (so lanr 
tslii?ingly ill-recorded) of Shake^Knre. The authf>t shows the 
methods, discoveries, and condusJons of modern iiiqutty. He 
explores the Elizabethan playhouse, now very accurately k^wn, 
and examines the efiTect of its comf^cated structure on the play- 
wfighps approach to tius theme. There is a chapter on Shake- 
speare’s company, the Lord Chamberlain’s men, and it is in this 
scetbn that the human context of the poet’s life is most strongly 
felt, as we read of rival comp^es, trade wars, literary piracy, 
the shutting of the playhouses for feat of the plague, the danger- 
ous performance of Bichard If at the time of Essex’s rismg, and 
fioatiy the bambg down of the Globe theatre. 

The book ends with a more personal chapter on the pnadples 
and problems of modem edidog. 




SHAKESPEARE'S HISTORY PLAYS 

E, M. W. mjard 


Ifl this majot study Dr Tillyard seta Shakcspcaie*B history plays 
against the general background of Elizabethan tbou^t, 'a 
scheme fundamentally religious, by which events evolve uodce 
a law of justice and under the ruling of God’s Providence, and 
of which Elizabeth’s England was the acknowledged outcome*, 
Part I describes the religious, scientific, and political ideas 
current in Shakespeare’s day and enumerates the historical abd 
literary sources for the plays. In Part 11 the author examines the 
individual plays in two main tetralogies, with King John and 
Mafhoth - ’the epilogue of the Histories* - handled in separate 
chapters. 

’His hook is a most stimulating study of a somewhat neglected 
phase in Shakespeare’s work* - The Timt BducafionalSuppltmeat 

'Nobody who Is in any way faecioaled by the mystery of Shake* 
speate’s life and achievement cao fail to be interested* - Ivor 
Brown in John Cy London*! 

Afso amtfahft: 
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